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Last  March,  I  attended  a 

weeklong  sales  convention 
in  Chicago,  one  of  my 
favorite  cities.  One  day 
after  a  meeting,  a  group  of 
us  went  to  the  top  of  the  Sears  Tower, 
walked  up  and  down  the  Magnificent 
Mile,  and  ate  real  Chicago-style  hot 
dogsat  Millennium  Park. 

One  of  the  men  in  the  group, 

Aiden,  was  originally  from  Ireland 
and  spoke  with  a  thick  brogue  that 
warmed  me  down  to  my  toes.  He  was 
tall  with  a  muscular  build,  dark  wavy 
hair  that  made  me  want  to  run  my 
hands  through  it,  and  a  well-trimmed 
goatee.  Naturally,  he  had  all  the 
women  flirting  with  him. 

On  the  last  night  of  the  convention, 
Aiden  and  I  stopped  at  the  hotel  bar 
for  a  drink  and  I  finally  got  the  nerve 
to  ask  him  if  he  was  seeing  anyone.  He 
said  no  and  asked  if  I  was.  I  told  him 
I’d  split  with  my  husband  about  a  year 
earlier  and  hadn’t  been  with  anyone 


else  since.  Looking  deep  into  his 
vivid  blue  eyes,  I  knew  that  after  my 
yearlong  drought,  Aiden  was  the  first 
guy  I  wanted  to  fuck. 

“How’d  you  like  to  come  to  my 
room  and  sample  some  Texas  peach 
before  we  leave  tomorrow?”  I  asked, 
as  my  mind  screamed  out  for  me  to 
climb  his  body  like  a  scratching  post. 
My  heart  beat  wildly  in  my  chest  as  I 
sipped  my  drink,  awaiting  his  answer. 

His  gaze  held  mine  as  he  smiled 
slowly  and  said,  “Nothing  would 
please  me  more,  Serena.” 

As  soon  as  we  were  in  my  hotel 
room,  Aiden  placed  his  hands  on  my 
shoulders  and  said,  “I  want  you,”  then 
gently  unzipped  my  dress,  letting  it 
fall  to  the  floor.  I  stood  there  in  my 
lacy  underwear  and  black  high  heels. 


He  started  to  move  in 
and  out  of  me  with  long, 
hard  strokes  until  1  was 
overcome  with  a  wave 
of  exquisite  pleasure. 


Aiden  easily  picked  me  up,  carried 
me  to  the  bed,  and  slowly  pulled  off 
my  panties.  I  was  excited  and  nervous 
as  he  dragged  them  down  my  legs, 
planting  hot,  wet  kisses  along  my  skin 
every  few  seconds. 

“You  are  beautiful,”  Aiden  said  as 
he  stopped  kissing  me  long  enough 
to  undress.  Without  his  clothes,  he 
looked  like  a  Greek  god.  He  had  a  lean 
yet  muscular  build  and  the  thickest 
cock  I’d  ever  seen.  I  couldn’t  wait 
to  take  him  into  my  mouth  and  my 
pussy.  I  started  stroking  it,  then  licked 
from  the  tip  down  to  the  base  until  I 
reached  his  balls.  Working  my  way 
back  up  to  the  head,  I  stroked  him 
with  one  hand  and  caressed  his  balls 
with  the  other. 

Aiden  let  out  a  primal  growl  and 
said,  “My  turn,”  as  he  spread  my  legs 
and  hooked  them  over  his  shoulders. 
He  lapped  at  my  juices  and  sucked 
on  my  clit.  My  hips  began  to  move 
wantonly  against  his  lips  as  he  sucked 
even  harder.  I  laced  my  fingers  into  his 
dark  curls,  bringing  him  closerto  me 
as  I  cried  out  in  ecstasy. 

I  kissed  him  when  he’d  finished, 
tasting  my  tangyjuiceson  his  lipsand 
tongue.  He  sucked  on  my  nipples  as  I 
stroked  him,  guiding  him  toward  my 
center.  I  let  out  a  whimper  when  his 
fat  cock  entered  me.  He  gave  me  a 
wicked  smile,  and  I  felt  him  grow  even 
harder  inside  me.  He  seemed  to  be 
waiting  for  me  to  adjust  to  his  size. 

“Fuck  me,  Aiden!”  I  screamed, 
wrapping  my  legs  around  him,  pulling 
him  in  deeper.  He  started  to  move, 
steadily  driving  his  cock  in  and  out 
of  me  with  long,  hard  strokes  until  I 
was  overcome  with  another  wave  of 
exquisite  pleasure. 

When  he  pulled  out  of  me,  still 
rock-hard,  I  moved  around  until  I  lay 
atop  him.  His  cock  was  inches  from 
my  lips  and  I  sucked  on  it  while  he 
tasted  my  peach.  When  I  came  this 
time,  I  could  make  as  much  noise  as  I 
wanted  because  I  had  hisjuicy  dickin 
my  mouth  to  muffle  my  moans. 

“I  have  never  been  with  a  woman 
who  comes  as  often  as  you  do,”  Aiden 
said  between  hot  kisses.  “I  could  fuck 
you  all  night  long  and  never  tire.” 
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Thank  heavens  for  that,  I  thought. 

I  had  a  hell  of  a  lot  of  alone  time  to 
m  a  ke  u  p  f o  r.  — S.  C.,  Texas 

THE  PERFECTCOMBINATION 

It  was  a  Saturday  night,  and  the  plan 
was  for  Jackson  and  me  to  meet  for 
drinks,  then  head  back  to  his  place.  As 
usual,  he  teased  me  by  telling  me  to 
arrive  early  and  pick  up  a  third  party, 
or  bring  along  a  friend  who  enjoys  the 
same  things  we  do.  We’d  had  three- 
ways  before,  but  so  far  none  had  lived 
up  to  our  expectations.  I  had  a  feeling 
our  next  attempt  might  hit  the  mark. 

I  called  my  friend  Sadie  and  asked 
if  she  was  up  for  something  a  little 
different.  We’d  played  together  one- 
on-one  before,  and  I  thought  she 
and  Jackson  would  like  each  other. 
When  she  asked  what  I  had  in  mind,  I 
told  her  it  was  a  surprise  and  to  wear 
something  tight  and  sexy  and  I’d  pick 
her  up  in  30  minutes. 

When  we  arrived  at  the  bar  in 
our  clingy  sweaters  and  tight  pants, 
Jackson  was  already  at  the  bar 
getting  hit  on  by  a  couple  of  women. 
When  he  saw  me,  he  excused  himself 
and  came  toward  us.  I  introduced  him 
to  Sadie  and  he  led  us  to  an  empty 
table.  We  ordered  drinks  and  I  let 
Jackson  and  Sadie  get  acquainted, 
hoping  the  chemistry  would  be  right. 
They  seemed  to  be  getting  along,  and 
just  when  I  thought  it  might  betime 
to  move  things  forward,  Sadie  asked 
what  the  game  plan  was  for  the  night. 
Jackson  told  her  we  could  drop  her 
off  at  her  apartment  or  we  could  all  go 
back  to  his  place  for  some  fun.  Just  as 
I’d  hoped,  Sadie  said  she  wanted  to 
hang  out  with  us. 

When  we  arrived  at  Jackson’s 
house,  he  showed  her  around  while  I 
turned  on  some  music  and  dimmed 
the  lights.  I’d  just  taken  some  beers 
from  the  fridge  when  Jackson  led 
Sadie  into  the  kitchen.  She  came 
toward  me  and  within  seconds  we 
were  in  each  other’s  arms,  kissing  and 
rubbing  against  each  other.  Jackson 
watched  as  her  hands  moved  under 
my  sweater,  then  peeled  it  up  over  my 
head.  Before  it  slipped  to  the  floor.  I’d 
started  to  undress  Sadie  and  Jackson 
was  behind  me,  unhooking  my  bra.  He 
slipped  the  straps  off  my  shoulders, 
but  that  was  as  far  as  he  got  before 
I  was  pleasantly  mashed  between 
their  bodies.  I  had  Sadie’s  breasts 
flush  against  mine,  and  the  hard  ridge 


of  Jackson’s  cock  pressed  against 
my  ass.  I  love  being  the  meat  in  a 
sandwich,  but  I  also  like  to  make  sure 
everyone  gets  equal  pleasure. 

Reluctantly,  I  pulled  away  from 
them  and  led  the  way  to  Jackson’s 
bedroom,  where  we  would  be  more 
comfortable.  Once  the  rest  of  our 
clothes  were  off  and  we  were  on  his 
king-size  bed  with  Jackson  in  the 
middle,  Sadie  and  I  took  turns  sucking 
and  licking  his  dick— I  love  the  feeling 
of  sharing  a  cock  with  another  mouth. 
Jackson  watched  us,  and  the  longer 
Sadie  and  I  sucked,  the  more  his  cock 
began  to  twitch  and  jump.  When 
the  pleasure  became  too  much,  he 
pushed  me  back,  flipped  me  onto  my 
stomach,  and  began  fucking  me  from 
behind.  Sadieslid  her  sopping-wet 
pussy  in  front  of  me,  and  I  began  to  eat 
her  out.  It  didn’t  take  long  for  Sadie 
to  come,  flooding  my  mouth  with  her 
juices  as  Jackson  continued  drilling 
his  cock  into  me. 

Then  Jackson  pressed  on  my 
clit  and  the  orgasm  that  had  been 
building  crashed  through  me  in 
continuous  waves.  I  never  thought 
of  myself  as  multiorgasmic,  but 
with  Jackson’s  relentless  thrusting 
and  Sadietweaking  my  nipplesjust 
right,  I  couldn’t  seem  to  stop  coming. 
Finally,  my  body  began  to  relax  and  I 
collapsed  onto  the  bed. 

1  loved  watching  my  two 
favorite  lovers  screw,  and 
it  looked  like  they  were 
enjoying  themselves,  too. 


I  didn’t  have  to  tell  Jackson  to  get 
his  dick,  which  was  still  hard,  out  of  me 
and  into  Sadie.  She’d  moved  beside 
me  and  was  guiding  Jackson  between 
her  legs.  When  Sadie  and  I  went 
one-on-one,  we  sometimes  used  my 
strap-on,  so  I  knew  she  liked  it  hard 
and  fast.  That’s  exactly  what  she  was 
going  to  get  from  Jackson. 

She  wrapped  her  legs  around  his 
hips  as  he  worked  his  cock  in  and 
out  at  high  speed.  Jackson  swings  a 
mean  dick  when  he  gets  going,  and 
this  was  one  of  those  occasions.  Each 
time  Jackson  slammed  into  Sadie, 
he  grunted  and  she  moaned.  I  loved 
watching  my  two  favorite  lovers 
screw,  and  it  looked  like  they  were 
enjoying  themselves,  too.  I  dipped 
my  fingers  in  my  pussy,  then  fed  them 
to  Sadie.  She  sucked  hard,  swirling 
her  tongue  around  them,  trying  to 
get  all  the  cream.  Then  she  let  out  an 
unexpected  gasp  and  started  coming, 
arching  up  under  Jackson.  Herclimax 
tripped  Jackson’s  switch  and  he  let 
go,  finishing  with  a  roar  and  several 
deep  strokes,  leaving  behind  lots  of 
yummy  come  for  me  to  eat  out. 

All  in  all,  I  couldn’t  have  hoped  for 
a  better  outcome.  We’d  finally  hit 
on  the  perfect  combination  for  our 
threesome.  I  thought  I  might  miss  the 
thrill  of  trying  out  new  candidates, 
but  we’ve  been  having  such  a  great 
time  together  that  I  thinkour  daysof 
looking  are  over.— /FM,  Rhode  Island 
More  letters  on  page  133 
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(ask  for  customer  service)  between  8  a.m.  and 
midnight  Eastern  Standard  Time,  Monday 
through  Friday,  or  from  9  a.m.  to  7  p.m.  on 
weekends.  Closed  holidays. 

TO  SOLVE  ASUBSCRIPTION  PROBLEM: 

\Nnteto Penthouse,  P.O.  Box 420235,  Palm 
Coast  FL 32142-0235,  or  call  800-289-7368 
from  the  U.S.  or 386-447-6361  (ask for 
customer  service)  from  outside  the  U.S. 

Hours  are  8  a.m.  to  midnight  weekdays,  9  a.m. 
to  7  P.M.  weekends  (Eastern  Standard  Time). 
Closed  holidays.  You  may  also  e-mail  us  at 
Penthouse(3)palmcoastd.com.  Editorial  and 
advertising  offices  cannot  resolve  subscription 
problems. 

TO  CHANGE  YOUR  ADDRESS:  We  require 
eight  weeks’ advance  notice  of  change  of 
address  (to  Penthouse,  P.O.  Box  420235,  Palm 
Coast  FL  32142-0235)  to  ensure  that  delivery 
will  not  be  interrupted.  Besure  to  include  your 
old  as  well  as  your  new  address  and  zip  code. 

TO  RENEW  ASUBSCRIPTION:  We  must 
receive  renewal  payment  two  months  before 
theexpiration  of  your  current  subscription  to 
ensure thatyou  will  not  missan  issue.  Renewal 
notices  are  first  sent  several  months  before 
subscriptions  are  due  to  expire.  If  you  renew 
before  your  current  subscription  expires,  the 
full  term  of  that  renewal  will  be  added  to  your 
current  subscription. 

IF  YOU  PAID  FOR  ASUBSCRIPTION  BUT  ARE 
STILLGETTING  BILLED:  If  you  have  paid  a 
subscription  bill  and  get  another  bill  within  four 
weeks,  ignore  the  new  bill.  If  you  have  paid  a 
subscription  bill  more  than  four  weeks  before 
getting  another  bill,  send  proof  of  payment 
along  with  your  bill  to  Penthouse,  P.O.  Box 
420235,  Palm  Coast  FL  32142-0235. 

BACK  ISSUES:  To  inquire  about  the  availability 
and  price  of  back  issues,  call  888-312-BACK. 
You  must  specify  the  issue  precisely  (e.g.,  Feb. 
2008);  we  cannot  accurately  locate  back 
issues  based  only  on  such  identification  as  a 
story  title,  a  story’s  subject  matter,  or  the  picture 
on  the  cover.  We  have  back  issues  available  for 
the  previous  12  months. 

ARTICLE  REPRINTS:  To  order  reprints  of 
articles,  obtain  permission  to  photocopy, 
or  receive  a  copy  of  a  past  article,  call  212- 
702-6000.  Unauthorized  reproduction  of 
any  portion  of  Penthouse  text  constitutes 
copyright  infringement. 

To  e-mail  Penthouse  editors: 
PenthouseEditors(3)ffn.com 
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Now  playing:  the  40  most  memorable  badasses  in  cinema  history.  We  started  with  our  Hall  of  Fame 
inductees— Indiana  Jones,  John  Rambo,  Vito  Corleone,  Anton  Chigurh,  and  William  Munny. 
Then,  because  we’re  celebrating  our  40th  anniversary  with  our  next  issue,  we  selected  another  35 
hombres  who  are  the  baddest  of  the  bad,  the  toughest  of  the  tough.  Take  heed,  grasshopper. 


40Notdile 

umana  tusiory 

They  may  not  be  real,  but  that  doesn’t  mean  they  have  nothing  to  teach  us.* 


By  Drew  Magary 


Vito  Corleone  (7'/?e  Godfather, 

I  and  II) 

DrexI  Spivey  (Trt/e  Romance) 

Chiun  (Remo  Williams:  The  Adventure 
Begins) 

Bud  White  (L.A.  Confidential) 

Anton  Chigurh  (No  Country  for  Old 
Men) 

Lieutenant  Colonel  Bill  Kilgore 
(Apocalypse  Now) 

Lee  (Enter  the  Dragon) 

Rick  Blaine ...  and  surely  this  is  the 
only  time  “badass”  has  ever  been 
associated  with  the  name  Blaine 
(Casablanca) 

The  Joker  ( The  Dark  Knight) 

Indiana  Jones  (Raiders  of  the  Lost  Ark) 
Boba  Fett ...  the  only  guy  who  ever 
talked  shit  to  Darth  Vader  and  didn’t 
get  an  invisible  choking  for  his  efforts 
( The  Empire  Strikes  Back) 

Sam  Gerard  (The  Fugitive) 

Keyser  Soze  (The  Usual  Suspects) 
David  Lo  Pan  (Big  Trouble  in  Little 
China) 

Snake  Plissken  (Escape  From  New 
York) 

Jules  Winnfield  (Puip  Fiction) 

William  Munny  (Un forgiven) 

Luke  (Cool  Hand  Luke) 

Neil  McCauley  (/-/eaO 

James  Bond  (Daniel  Craig  version) 


Jason  Bourne  (the  Bourne  trilogy) 
Jackie  Treehorn  (The  Big  Lebowski) 
Begbie  (Trainspotting) 

I n i g o  M o ntoya  (The  Princess  Bride) 
HarryCallahan  (Dirty  Harry) 

Any  Jason  Statham  character  (except 
Jake  \n  Revolver) 

John  McClane  (Die Hard) 

Don  Logan  (Sexy  Beast) 

Clyde  Barrow  (Bonnie  and  Clyde) 
B\\\(KillBill:Vol.2) 

Conan  (Conan  the  Barbarian— but 
NOT  Conan  the  Destroyer) 

Nico  Toscani  (Above  the  Law) 

Cyrus  of  the  Gramercy  Riffs 
( The  Warriors) 

Dalton  (Road House) 

John  J.  Ram  bo  (First  Blood) 

Dignam  (The  Departed) 

John  Matrix  (Commando) 

Maximus  (Gladiator) 

J.  J.  Gittes  (Chinatown) 

Nikolai. ..thougha  bit  lacking  in  the 
penis-size  department  (Eastern 
Promises) 
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i/ne  iviigmy  ifranKsier 

TNA  Wrestlings  hulking  Samoa  Joe  throws  down  in  the  ring  against  his  competitors, 
but  off  the  clock,  it’s  all  about  locker-room  pranks. 


For  years,  Samoa  Joe  has 
dominated  on  the  TNA 
Wrestling  stage,  facing 
down  some  pretty  formida¬ 
ble  characters.  But  what  he 
really  enjoys  is  playing  prac¬ 
tical  Jokes  on  his  teammates. 

There’s  been  a  long  history 
of  pranking  in  wrestling.  Is 
there  one  you  particularly 
admire? 

There’s  one,  but  it’sjust 
because  Terry  Funk  does  it. 
Terry  will  walkthrough  the 
entire  airport  lugging  his 
bag  like  he’s  carrying  a  mil¬ 
lion  pounds.  By  the  time  he’s 
at  the  plane,  he’s  worked  up 
a  full  sweat.  That’s  when  the 
flight  attendant  walks  up 
and  says,  “Excuse  me,  sir, 
may  I  help  you  with  your 


bag?”  I  was  with  him  one 
time  when  the  girl  pulled  the 
bag  up  and  her  hand  flew 
over  her  head  and  she  nearly 
landed  on  her  ass.  It  was  as 
light  as  a  feather. 

Have  you  been  pranked? 
Yeah,  it  was  a  classic:  the 
enormous  hotel  bill.  You  go 
down  to  the  business  center 
and  ask  for  a  piece  of  hotel 
paper  to  write  a  note  on. 
Then  you  print  up  a  bill  with 
all  these  fake  charges.  My 
buddies  put  this  bill  under 
my  door  and  it’s  got,  like, 
$556  in  movies.  Afterward, 
I’m  yelling  at  the  hotel  guy  in 
the  lobby,  like,  “I  did  not 
spend  this!  You  guys  have 
shit  porn!  How  would  I  spend 
this  in  one  night?!” 


What  goes  down  in  the  TNA 
locker  room? 

Some  guys  have  had  pow¬ 
dered  milk  put  into  their 
gear.  Once  you  start  sweat¬ 
ing  and  moving  around,  it 
smells  bad  and  the  person 
wearing  it  has  no  idea  why. 

I  like  classic  ones.  Every¬ 
one  knows  the  Mentos  in 
Diet  Coke  trick,  but  you  take 
a  string  and  lace  it  through  a 
Mento  with  a  needle  and  tie 
it  to  the  top  of  the  bottle, 
then  screw  on  the  cap.  Then, 
when  your  buddy  goes, 

“I’m  thirsty,”  you  hand  him 
that.  When  he  opens  it,  it 
explodes  in  his  face. 

What’s  this  rumor  we  hear 
about  an  iPod  taser? 

I’m  sorry  to  say,  the  taser 


doesn’t  work.  These  are 
things  we  come  up  with  /  * 

when  we’re  sitting  around  . 
the  locker  room.  One  busted  I 
iPod  later,  you  realize  it’s  \ 
not  possible.  But  the  dispos¬ 
able-camera  one  does  work. 

If  you  get  it  on  the  back  of 
your  neck,  it  leaves  a  mark. 

Have  you  ever  pulled  a  prank 
despite  being  concerned 
about  the  person’s  reaction? 
Well,  in  Japan  I  worked  with 
a  wrestler,  Kohei  Sato.  To 
haze  wrestlers  there,  they 
threw  firecrackers  in  front  of 
them.  The  promoter  told  me 
to  stick  a  firecracker  in  the 
guy’s  pants.  It  tore  his  pants 
to  shreds!  He  took  his  cell¬ 
phone  out  of  his  pocket  and 
it  was  Just ...  smoking.04— B 


The  Hurt  Locker 

Jeremy  Renner,  decked  out 
in  his  bulky  bomb-defusing 
gear  in  Kathryn  Bigelow’s 
riveting  new  film,  looks  like 
nothing  less  than  a  machine 
from  the  future,  and  his 
frosty,  all-business  attitude 
seals  the  deal.  The  Hurt 
Locker  \s,  quite  simply, 
the  action  movie  of  the 
season:  It’s  an  expert  nail- 
biter  about  an  elite  squad 
of  Baghdad-based  profes¬ 
sionals  who  deal  with  war 
exactly  like  most  real-life 
troops  do— as  a  Job.  Ace 
supporting  player  Anthony 
Mackie  plays  Renner’s 
sergeant;  Guy  Pearce  and 
Ralph  Fiennes  costar.  This 
is  a  more  down-to-earth 
action  flick  than  most,  but 
if  you  want  Michael  Bay- 
esque  explosions,  it’s  got 
them,  too. 


Sou!  Power 

People  flocked  to  Zaire  in 
1974  to  witness  the  “Rumble 
in  the  Jungle”— as  promoter 
Don  King  dubbed  the  epic 
heavyweight  title  fight  be¬ 
tween  George  Foreman  and 
Muhammad  AM.  That  was  the 
main  event.  But  there  was  a 
less-publicized  undercard  of 
musical  heavyweights  who 
performed  before  the  bout. 
Soul  Power,  a  documentary 
of  unusual  exuberance,  is  the 
chronicle  of  that  concert. 

On  the  stellar  three-day  bill: 
James  Brown,  at  the  peak  of 
his  proto-funk  powers;  blues- 
man  B.  B.  King;  and  African 
stars  such  as  Miriam  Makeba, 
adding  zesty  global  per¬ 
spective.  Soul  Power  makes  a 
fine  companion  piece  to  the 
Oscar-winning  documentary 
about  the  historic  fight. 

When  We  Were  Kings. 


We  prefer  our  caveman  movies  to  feature  Raquel  Welch  in 
tiny  bikinis,  but  if  concessions  need  be  made,  they  could  be 
a  lot  worse  than  Jack  Black  and  Superbad’s  Michael  Cera  as 
hapless  hunter-gatherers.  The  duo  are  banished  from  their 
tribe,  and  set  off  on  an  epic  adventure  in  antiquity.  The  Judd 
Apatow-produced  script,  cowritten  by  director  Harold  Ramis 
and  the  folks  behind  The  Office,  digs  deep  into  a  fossil-rich  shale 
of  funny,  with  David  Cross  and  Paul  Rudd  as  a  hilarious  Cain  and 
Abel  who  bicker  (what  else?)  endlessly. 


A 


REVEALING  ENTERTAINMt 


DVDs 


Hulu  is  a  great  site, 
and  you  can  find 
tons  of  TV  shows 
oniine  for  free,  but 
DVD  isstiiiagreat 
way  to  catch  upon 
a  series  or  season. 


pBttlestar  Galactica _ ^ 

The  Plot:  A  gritty 
reimagining  of  thel978 
show  about  the  conflict 
between  humans  and 
their  slave-robot  Cylons. 
The  heady  story  deals 
with  war,  religion,  tor¬ 
ture,  survival,  and  sex— 
with  a  scorching-hot 
cast.  Tricia  Heifer  in  that 
red  dress  makes  any 
show  worth  watching! 
Buy  or  Rent?  Rent.  The 
list  price  for  the  25-disc 
DVD  set  is  $280;  the 
20-disc  Blu-ray  is  $350. 
Sure,  the  box  is  cool, 
and  it’s  one  of  the  best 
series  in  recent  memory, 
but  that’s  just  too  much 
frakkin’  money. 

Added  Value?  The  Blu- 
ray  has  commentaries 
and  featurettes,  seven 
minisodes,  producer 
David  Eick’s  video  blog, 
and  Ron  Moore’s  pod¬ 
casts.— C/?/'/sf/>7e  Colby 


appreciated  MTV  sketch 
show  from  the  1990s  arrives 
in  a  five-disc  box  set. 

Buy  or  Rent?  Buy.  In  the 
spring  of  2008,  Nerve  and 
IFC  published  a  list  of  the  50 
greatest  comedy  sketches 
of  all  time,  and  the  State 
landed  on  the  list  four  times. 
Pretty  damn  good  for  a  show 
with  only  24  episodes— and 
there  are  plenty  more  where 
those  came  from.  Our  favo¬ 
rites:  “Monkey  Torture”  and 
“Porcupine  Racetrack.” 
Added  Value?  Commentary 
tracks,  interviews,  and 
outtakes;  the  bonus  disc 
includes  the  pilot  and  more 
than  90  minutes  of  unaired 
sketches,  promos,  and 
appearances  by  the  troupe. 
State  fans  have  been  waiting 
15  years  for  this,  and  the  box 
delivers.— Jo/7  A7  Bolster 


The  Plot:  The  critically 
acclaimed,  Emmy-winning 
series  about  the  “golden 
age”  of  advertising:  the 
1960s.  We  love  the  hilarious 
dated  references  as  much  as 
thesmart  writing. 

Buy  or  Rent?  Buy,  and  join  us 
in  our  obsessive  love  of 
Christina  Hendricks/Joan 
Holloway.  We  found  parts  of 
season  one  unnecessarily 
mysterious,  but  things  really 
got  cooking  in  season  two. 
Added  Value?  Cast  and  crew 
commentary  on  all  13 
episodes,  plus  featurettes  on 
the  fashion,  the  sixties 
woman,  and  the  historical 
events  of  the  decade  itself.— 
Barbara  Rice  Thompson 


The  Plot:  A  washed-up 
baseball  star  returns  to  his 
hometown  to  teach  middle- 
school  physed. 

Buy  or  Rent?  Buy.  In  the 
mulleted  Kenny  Powers, 
Danny  McBride  (r/7eFoof 
Fist  Way,  Land  of  the  Lost) 
has  an  instant  icon  of  a 
character:  profoundly  obliv¬ 
ious,  arrogant,  perpetually 
angry— yet  still  vaguely 
likable.  And  viewers  who 
spent  the  six-episode  run 
hoping  for  a  glimpse  of  Katy 
Mixon’s  glorious  rack  (let’s 
ballpark  it  at  100  percent) 
were  rewarded  in  the  finale- 
even  if  it  was  a  body  double. 
Added  Value?  Commentary 
tracks,  a  making-of  featur- 
ette,  a  Kenny  Powers  demo 
reel,  mock  car  commercials 
starring  coexecutive  pro¬ 
ducer  Will  Ferrell,  and 
“Stevie’s  Dark  Secret.”— J.R 


The  Plot:  A  slacker  and  his  buddies  track  down  souls  that  have 
escaped  from  hell. 

Buy  or  Rent?  We  hate  to  say  it,  but  rent.  We  love  the  show,  and 
season  two  had  a  lot  of  funny  changes  and  developments,  but 
as  season  sets  go,  it’s  lacking  (see  below). 

Added  Value?  Not  much,  just  commentaries,  deleted  scenes, 
and  a  gag  reel.  We’re  sure  they’re  funny,  but  in  terms  of  bonus 
features  for  13  episodes,  that’s  disappointing.— RF.T 
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Join  the 
Penthouse 
Key  Girls  in 
Negril,  Jamaica 
for  the  ulimate 
guilty  pleasure! 


Penthouse  Clubs  in  association  with  Penthouse  Magazine  is  proud  to  present  the 


4th  Annual  Hedonism  ll  Key  Girl  of  the  Year  Awards 

September  13  -  18,  2009 
Final  competition  September  17th  at  8pm  . 


Visit  www.hedonlsm.com  or  call  1-800-GOSUPER,  ext  2069  for  event  rates. 
Please  use  offer  code  "KEYGIRL"  when  calling. 

Visit  www.penthouieclubs.com  for  club  listings  and  event  details. 


In  Morrisville,  Pennsylvania’s  Asher  Roth,  we  finally  have  someone  who  raps  about  life  on  the 
cul-de-sac.  But  how  will  it  play  to  the  hip-hop  nation? 

By  Jonathan  Ages 


Here’s  a  guarantee:  100 
percent  of  the  articles 
you  read  about  Asher 
Roth  during  his  current 
tour  will  refer  to  Eminenn. 
This  is  not  due  to  a  dearth  of  imagina¬ 
tion  among  writers— really!— but 
because  the  comparison  is  unavoid¬ 
able.  Put  it  this  way:  If  a  rapper  came 
along  who  shared  Em’sslightly  nasally 
delivery,  mischievous  sense  of  humor, 
and  pallid  skin  color,  and  people  didn’t 
draw  the  comparison,  wouldn’t  that 
be  fucked  up?  But  the  similarities 
pretty  much  end  there.  Roth  is  laid- 
back  where  Em  is  keyed-up.  Roth  raps 
about  college  and  pizza;  Em  focuses 
on  stalkers  and  killing  his  wife.  Yet 
without  Eminem’s  enormous  success, 
and  rap’s  popularity  with  suburban 
white  boys,  there  would  be  no  Roth. 
Now  we  have  a  rapper  who’s  proud  to 


be  from  the  suburbs,  and  raps  about 
it.  This  summer,  we’ll  find  out  how  far 
this  strain  of  hip-hop  can  go  as  Roth 
plays  Roots  Picnic  and  Lollapalooza 
in  support  of  his  debut,  As/eep  in  the 
Bread  Aisle,  which  got  a  head  start 
when  its  first  single,  “I  Love  College,” 
topped  35  million  plays  on  MySpace. 
Roth  told  us  all  about  the  ride  so  far. 

Thanks  for  sending  us  the  cuss-free 
version  of  your  disc. 

You’re  welcome.  You  gotta  get 
“titties”  blocked  out  when  dealing 
\N\\.h  Penthouse,  right? 


Where  did  you  find  your  inspiration? 

When  there’s  not  much  going  on  in 
Morrisville,  Pennsylvania,  and  the  Pitch 
’n’  Putt  is  closed,  what  are  you  gonna 
do?  It  was  like,  “Instead  of  going  out 
tonight,  let’s  make  a  rap  song.” 

in  “Biunt  Cruisin’  ”  you  rap  about 
driving  around  in  a  Ford  Taurus  and 
hanging  out  at  “Sev”  [7-Eieven]— 
are  iines  iike  that  meant  to  skewer  the 
big-pimpin’  ethos  of  hip-hop? 

Yeah,  I’m  a  little  corny,  and  I  think  that 
kind  of  helps  my  hip-hop  to  be  more 
progressive.  I  just  don’t  understand 
how  hip-hop  became  this  get-rich- 
quick  scheme.  Everyone  was  suddenly 
in  hip-hop  just  to  make  some  ringtone 
money.  And  radio  is  totally  reinforcing 
it  by  playing  that  garbage.  It’s  just 
a  matter  of  getting  it  back  to  the 
priorities— making  good  music  with 
substance  and  having  a  party. 


‘  ‘I  don’t  undeistandhow  hip-hop 
became  this  get-rich-quick 
scheme.  And  radio  reinforces  it 
by  playingfhat  garbage!  ’ 
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XSLEEP  IN  THE  BRCXn  AISLE 


You  rap  about  weed  a 
lot.  How  does  it  figure 
into  your  writing 
process? 

Usually  I  get rea//y 
philosophical  [when 
I’m  high].  I’m  convinced 
that  they  don’t  want 
us  smoking  weed 
because— and  it  defi¬ 
nitely  affects  people  differently— the 
majority  of  people  start  to  sit  down 
and  f/?/>7/c  when  they’re  smoking  weed. 

Either  that,  or  they  start  playing 
Mario  Kart. 

You  got  it!  Sometimes  nothing  else 
matters  except  Mario  Kart  and  Bond 
on  64!  [In  my  music]  I’m  always 
talking  about  how  my  Mario  Kart  sk\\\s 
are  “outrageous”  and  about  how  I’m 
a  “champion  at  beer  pong.”  Now  I  get 
an  e-mail  every  day  from  someone 
challenging  me  to  Mario  Kart. 

Your  album  has  a  lot  of  variety,  but  do 
you  worry  that  the  early  success  of 
“I  Love  College”  will  obscure  that? 

No,  I  don’t.  I  think  it  is  a  really  dope 
record  and  I  think  it  could  be  huge. 

Am  I  ever  going  to  top  the  success  of 
“College”?  I  don’t  know.  It  definitely 
taps  into  a  subculture  and  a  lifestyle 
that  everybody  is  relating  to.  I’m 
definitely  concerned,  though,  that 
some  of  the  album  won’t  get  the  ear 
that  itshould. 

You  decided  to  tackle  the  Eminem 
comparison  in  a  song,  “As  I  Em.” 
What  was  the  thinking  behind  that? 

That  was  the  last  song  we  wrote.  I 
knew  that  if  I  didn’t  say  something 
about  it,  it  would  go  on  forever.  I  think 
the  best  thing  actually— with  Em 
dropping  an  album  so  close  to  mine— 
was,  it  really  showed  how  different  we 
are  as  artists. 

What  do  you  think  of  his  latest 
album? 

I  just  feel  that  he’s  so  ubertalented 
and  he’s  been  doing  this  for  so  long, 
he  doesn’t  need  to  do  the  same  go- 
around  that  he  did  the  first  time.  That 
single  [“We  Made  You”]  was  kinda  like 
the  same  formula.  I  think  he’s  just  so 
past  that,  you  know? 

Are  you  concerned  that  your  fans 
who  listened  to  you  on  MySpace  will 
download  pirated  copies  of  your 
album  instead  of  buying  your  disc? 

As  long  as  people  show  up  to  the 
show,  I  don’t  care  how  they  get  their 
music.  I’ve  been  downloading  music 
since  before  Napster! 


JARVIS  COCKER 
Further  Complications 
(Rough  Trade)  ★★★ 

On  which  our  foppish 
hero  hooks  up  with  legen- 
darily  cranky  punk  pro¬ 
ducer  Steve  Albini  and 
dials  up  the  rawk.  Opener 
“Angela”  layers  slashing 
guitars  over  a  relentless 
Teutonic  stomp.  On 
“Homewrecker!”  Cocker 
screams  like  a  karate 
master.  It  may  be  discon¬ 
certing  to  hear  him  break 
character  like  this, 
particularly  on  the  big- 
bottomed  “Fucking- 
song,”  but  fans  of  his 
quieter  2006  solo  debut, 
Jarvis,  are  advised  not 
to  bail  too  early:  There 
are  some  mellower  treats 
on  the  second  half  of 
Complications. 


THE SOUNDS 
Crossing  the  Rubicon 
(Original  Signal)  iririr 

The  Sounds’  secret  weapon  is  Maja  Ivarsson,  a  peroxided  yowler  with  the 
rough-hewn  glamour  of  Debbie  Harry  and  the  pop  sensibility  of  Gwen 
Stefani.  This  one  isn’t  as  instantly  catchy  as  2005’s  Dying  to  Say  This  to 
You— in  fact,  it  eschews  that  album’s  downtown  disco  vibe  entirely,  opting 
for  moodier  pieces.  But  give  it  time  and  you’ll  find  that  it’s  another  entry  in 
the  long  line  of  surprisingly  durable  Swedish  contributions  to  pop  music. 


i  THE  MARS  VOLTA 
Octahedron 
(Warner  Bros.)  ★★★★ 
Since  their  days  fronting 
art-punkers  At  the  Drive- 
In,  the  men  of  the  Mars 
Volta— singer  Cedric 
Bixler-Zavala  and  guitar 
hero  Omar  Rodriguez- 
Lopez— have  relished 
the  art  of  surprise:  Jazz 
rhythms  colliding  with 
metal  riffage  or  proggy 
excess.  So  of  course  the 
first  song  on  Octahedron 
is  a  delicate,  dare-we-say 
iovabie  ballad.  In  fact,  the 
most  surprising  thing 
about  Octahedron  is 
how  unsurprising  it  is— 
relatively  speaking.  Plus, 
the  entire  record  clocks 
in  at  49  minutes— by  Mars 
Volta  standards,  that’s 
an  eyeblink. 


PREVIEW 


I 


RMSoataL 


REVEALING  ENTERTAINME 


ATARI  (XBOX  360,  PS3)  ★★★★ 

In  this  new  story— think  of  it  as  Ghostbusters  2.5— 
you’re  the  rookie  joining  our  favorite  paranormal 
hunters  (all  voiced  by  the  original  actors).  A  Gozer 
museum  exhibit  has  unleashed  something  terrible 
and  ghosts  are  popping  up  all  over  New  York  City. 
Rocks:  The  clever  humor  is  spot-on,  thanks  to  an 
original  script  by  Dan  Aykroyd  and  Harold  Ramis, 
and  our  favorite  ghosts  are  back,  including  Slimer, 
the  Librarian,  and  the  Stay  Puft  Marshmallow  Man. 
Vital  information  is  located  on  your  proton  pack  so 
it  doesn’t  clog  up  the  screen. 

Flops:  The  story  is  a  bit  too  linear;  we  wanted  to 
explore  the  world  more  than  we  could.  While  using 
the  proton  streams  to  capture  ghosts  is  certainly 
fun,  it’s  pretty  repetitive  in  terms  of  combat. 


PREVIEW 


THE  CONDUIT 
SEGA  (WII) 

Aliens  are  popping  up  through  strange  portals  throughout  Washington,  D.C.  You  play  as  Michael  Ford,  an  oper¬ 
ative  for  the  secret  governnnent  organization  the  Trust,  and— duh— have  to  fight  them  off.  We  bet  that  wasn’t 
in  his  original  job  description. 

Rocks:  This  is  a  hard-core  shooter  for  the  Wii,  which  still  lacks  titles  for  more  intense  gamers.  The  story  is  told  via 
voiceovers  instead  of  time-wasting  cut-scenes,  so  you  stay  in  the  moment.  Excellent  controls. 

Flops:  The  All  Seeing  Eye  puzzles  seem  derivative  of  other  titles,  the  combat  is  uninspired,  and  the  environments 
could  use  way  more  detail. 


inFAMOUS 

SONY(PS3) 

Your  city  has  just  been  destroyed  by  the  equivalent  of  an  atomic  bomb,  and  you’re  to  blame.  Well,  sort  of.  Bike 
messenger  Cole  McGrath  was  used  as  an  unsuspecting  pawn  by  a  shadowy  covert  agency,  but  only  McGrath, 
the  agency,  and  the  FBI  know  that.  The  survivors  all  have  it  in  for  him.  Fie  has  to  use  his  post-explosion  ability  to 
channel  electricity  to  unravel  the  agency’s  plot  and  clear  his  name. 

Rocks:  You  don’t  need  to  make  exact  jumps  to  scale  buildings  and  race  across  the  city  on  lampposts  and  pipes— a 
feature  from  the  developer’s  previous  game.  Sly  Cooper,  that  we  agree  was  worth  keeping.  That  city  race  shows 
off  the  game’s  excellent  camerawork.  The  visceral  cut-scenes  left  us  longing  for  a  follow-up  graphic  novel. 

Flops:  The  karma  system  is  an  interesting  way  of  allowing  the  player  to  level  up,  but  we’re  getting  a  bit  weary  of 
this  now-popular  gimmick. 
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PHOTOGRAPH  OF  HAROLD  RAMIS  BY  RETNA,  LTD 


He  Ain’t  Afraid  of 

NoGhast 

step  into  the  brilliant  mind  of 
Egon  Spengler,  er,  Harold  Ramis. 

Harold  Ramis  is  responsible  for  some  part  of  nearly 
every  comedy  of  note  from  the  eighties  and  early 
nineties,  from  cowriting  Animal  House  and  Stripes 
to  directing  Bill  Murray  in  Caddyshack and 
Groundhog  Day  and  acting  in  half  of  the  above. 

This  summer,  the  humble  Chicago  native  reprises 
the  role  of  Egon  Spengler  in  the  videogame 
Ghostbusters,  and  will  check  out  the  script  for  the 
upcoming  film  Ghostbusters  III. 


We’ve  heard  you’re  not  much  of  a  gamer. 

When  my  daughter  was  young,  in  the  days  of  Super 
Mario,  I  got  interested  and  sometimes  my  wife  would 
wake  up  at  two  in  the  morning  and  find  me  at  the 
edge  of  the  bed  saving  the  princess.  But  as  games 
got  more  complicated,  they  kind  of  left  me  behind. 

Did  you  hang  out  at  arcades  growing  up? 

Not  that  much.  I’m  very  competitive,  and  other 
people  were  so  much  better  at  jiggling  those  pinball 
machines. 

Was  it  fun  stepping  back  into  the  part  of  Egon? 

ILaughs^  I  am  Egon.  I’ve  never  stepped  out  of  the 
part....  It  was  fun  seeing  myself  young  and  thin  and 
fully  animated.  And  I  think  for  the  first  time  the  action 
figure  line  has  our  likenesses. 

What  is  that  like? 

It’s  kinda  cool.  But  the  worst  thing  you  can  do  is  turn 
grandiose  and  start  thinking  of  yourself  as  a  legend. 
Year  One  [which  Ramis  directed]  comes  out  the 
day  after  the  game.  When  the  lights  go  down  in  the 
theater,  my  having  been  in  Ghostbusters  or  having 
directed  Caddyshack  is  not  going  to  get  them 
through  the  movie.  It’s  a  new  game  every  time. 

Dan  Aykroyd  got  everyone  together  for  this  game? 

Dan  has  always  been  the  heart  and  soul  of  Ghost¬ 
busters.  He  brought  us  together  for  the  first  film,  too. 

Was  it  fun  working  with  them  again? 

We  recorded  in  different  cities  at  different  times,  but 
it  was  fun  hearing  them.  I’m  in  touch  with  Danny,  so 
it’s  always  fun  to  see  him.  And  Bill  is  a  mystery  man. 
He’s  hard  to  pin  down.  I’m  kind  of  amazed  he  even 
said  he’d  do  it,  but  there  he  is. 

You  say  Dan  Aykroyd  is  the  heart  and  soul  of 
Ghostbusters,  but  he’s  not  writing  the  new  one. 

The  guys  writing  the  script  were  my  cowriters  on 
Year  One.  The  idea  of  doing  a  third  one  really  took 
hold  at  Columbia.  One  of  the  executives  said,  “Do 
you  think  Gene  [Stupnitsky]  and  Lee  [Eisenberg] 
would  be  good  people?”  I  said  sure.  They’re  still  in 
the  story  phase,  and  I’m  sure  they’re  being  extremely 
careful,  as  no  one  wants  to  screw  up  a  franchise  like 


that.  They  consult  with  me  and  Ivan  [Reitman]  and 
Dan  every  step  of  the  way.  When  we  did  the  first  one, 
Dan  and  Bill  were  already  so  loved  from  Saturday 
Night  Live  that  we  were  warmly  embraced.  When  we 
were  driving  around  New  York  and  running  down  the 
street  wearing  those  suits,  real  people  were  cheering. 
And  I’m  sure  there  will  be  even  more  the  next  time 
they  see  that  logo  on  the  streets  of  New  York. 

Ghostbusters  was  better  than  its  sequel.  Looking 
back,  what  would  you  have  changed? 

I  wasn’t  happy  with  the  conception  of  some  of  the 
effects.  The  shape  of  the  sequel  was  not  entirely 
in  my  hands.  I  think  the  slime  metaphor  was  over¬ 
worked.  I  had  a  more  subtle  idea  in  mind  that  I  regret 
not  fighting  harder  for.  I  thought  there  was  some¬ 
thing  a  littlejuvenileaboutthe  slime  thing. 

What  was  your  idea? 

The  idea  of  psycho-reactive  negative  human  emo¬ 
tions  collecting  in  large  population  centers  was  the 
core  idea— that  there  were  so  many  bad  vibes  in  New 
York,  the  critical  mass  was  causing  new  eruptions. 

My  idea  was,  there  is  a  three-day  period  in  New  York 
where  people  have  to  be  extremely  nice  or  they 
could  tip  the  balance.  For  instance,  have  a  hockey 
game  at  the  Garden  where  a  fight  breaks  out  and 
the  whole  stadium  starts  to  rumble;  cracks  open 
in  the  ice,  and  the  players  freeze  and  look  at  each 
other  and  go,  “Oh,  I’m  sorry,  did  I  bump  into  you?” 
Having  that  play  out  on  the  streets  of  New  York  with 
different  situations  seemed  funny  to  me.  I  thought 
IGhostbusters  //]  got  too  sentimental  at  the  end.  Part 
of  our  strength  was  playing  against  sentiment. 

Also,  after  the  Marshmallow  Man  was  so  success¬ 
ful  we  wondered,  does  something  have  to  get  big  at 
the  end  of  the  sequel?  My  concept  was  the  Statue 
of  Liberty  would  be  our  adversary.  I  thought  there 
would  be  something  really  counterintuitive  forthe 
audience  about  the  Statue  of  Liberty  being  bad. 
When  we  defeated  her,  she’d  be  lying  in  Wall  Street 
with  her  skirt  up  over  her  knees.  Everyone  thought  it 
sounded  too  much  like  a  Marxist  thing.  Too  radical. 

Do  you  think  the  new  one  will  be  hard  to  cast? 

It  will  be  interesting.  The  whole  project  will  be  very 
interesting  on  a  lot  of  levels.  We’ve  seen  Batman 
reinvented  twice.  There  was  the  Tim  Burton  version 
and  now  the  Christian  Bale/Christopher  Nolan 
version.  The  trend  is  to  get  darker.  Tim  took  it  dark  in 
reaction  to  the  goofy  TV  show.  They  lightened  it  up 
with  George  Clooney  and  now  we’re  dark  again. 

Will  Ghostbusters  III  be  dark? 

I  think  we  can  afford  to  be  a  bit  darker.  The  darker  we 
get,  the  more  it  makes  the  comedy  work. 

Final  question:  Are  you  afraid  of  ghosts? 

Personally,  I  have  no  belief  in  the  supernatural.  I’m  as 
practical  as  a  person  can  be.  But  I  spent  a  lot  of  time 
on  a  Greek  island  where  there  were  several  ghost 
legends.  It  was  a  very  scary  place.  There  are  virtually 
no  streetlights  and  there  were  no  cars.  Walking  those 
streets  at  night,  sometimes  I  wanted  to  scream  and 
run,  but  I  never  saw  anything.CH— n 
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“Today  my  boyfriend 
handcuffed  me  to  the 
bed,  naked.  Someone 
pulled  the  fire  alarm, 
and  my  boyfriend 
couldn’t  find  the  key 
to  the  cuffs.  So  he  left 
methere,  and  the 
resident  advisor  found 
me.  A  fireman  had  to 
cut  the  chain.  FML.” 


Misery  Loves  Company 

A  French  website  solicits  hard-luck  stories,  gets  a  deluge— and  a  book  deal. 

By  Rachel  Kramer  Bussel 


F  My  Life 

Edited  by  Maxime  Valette,  Guillaume  Passaglia,  and  Didier  Guedj 
Villard 


Next  time  you’re  having  a  bad  day,  or 

month— or  life— go  pick  up  a  copy  of  F 
My  Life  and  take  solace  in  its  bite-size 
(or  Tweet-size)  tales  of  people  who’ve 
had  it  much  worse  than  you.  The  book 
packs  hundreds  of  mishaps,  misadventures,  and 
misbegotten  tales,  culled  from  the  popular  site 
FMyLife.com,  into  its  278  pages.  The  anecdotes  are 
by  turns  embarrassing,  cruel,  hilarious,  and  mort¬ 
ifying— sometimes  all  at  once.  One  girl  opened  her 
condom  drawer  to  find  each  rubber  packet  strap¬ 
ped  with  a  Jesus  button  and  a  note  saying  “Love, 
Mom.”  One  guy  asked  his  boss  for  a  raise  and  got, 
“Who  the  hell  are  you?”  for  a  response.  They  range 
from  silly  (cutting  a  finger  slicing  a  pre-sliced  bagel, 
drinking  a  cigarette-steeped  beer)  to  scary-absurd 
(getting  mugged  by  a  man  with  a  PEZ  dispenser), 
to  disturbing  (a  Chilean  woman  being  told  by  her 
white  mother-in-law,  “This  is  why  only  white  people 
should  be  allowed  in  America”). 


“LOL”  may  be  annoying  Internet  shorthand,  but 
it  definitely  applies  to  this  Internet-derived  book: 

I  laughed  out  loud  many  times  while  reading  FMy 
Life.  Even  the  truly  horrible  moments— deaths, 
breakups,  job  losses— gain  an  element  of  humor 
and  relief  in  the  simple  process  of  sharing  with  a 
commiserating  community.  While  some  entries 

miss  the  mark,  and  others 
are  repetitious,  FMy 
Life  is  an  entertaining 
pick-me-up  for  anyone 
who  needs  a  smile.  The 
illustrations  enhance  the 
mortification,  which,  if 
you’re  lucky,  you  only 
experience  vicariously— 
and  if  you’re  not  lucky, 
you  can  submit  your  story 
and  share  in  the  collective 
bad  juju. 


IT'S  FUNNY.  IT'S  TRUE.  EXCEPT 
WHEN  IT  HAPPENS  TO  YOU. 


REVIEWS 


MT  I  S  H  N  A  W  ^  L  F  r 


Wolff  was  a  shy,  pretty 
white  girl  raised  in  a  pre¬ 
dominantly  African- 
American  neighborhood 
by  a  single  father  who, 
despite  clearly  being 
white,  seems  to  have 
convinced  himself  that 
he’s  black.  She  trans¬ 
forms  her  sitcom-ready 
upbringing  into  a  tightly 
focused,  perceptive,  and 
very  funny  memoir  from 
St.  Martin’s  Press.  She 
addresses  race  in  the  pro¬ 
cess,  of  course,  but  at  its 
core,  rm  Down  is  about  a 
daughter  trying  to  impress 
her  eccentric  father  and 
capture  his  attention  and 
love  once  and  for  all. 


Kreisler  isa  kind  of 
catcher  in  the  rye  for 
evildoers— using  a  “You 
can  do  it,  too!’’  satirical 
premise  to  document  the 
misdeeds  of  endless  fat 
cats,  crooked  pols,  spoiled 
athletes,  and  celebutards 
before  they  go  over  the 
cliff  and  out  of  public 
notice  forever.  He  skewers 
the  Ken  Lays  of  the  world, 
butalsoshinesa  light  on 
lesser-known  heels,  like 
the  Coalition  to  Salute 
America’s  Heroes,  a 
charity  for  veterans  that 
collected  $168  million— 
butspenf  $125  million  on 
“salaries,  fund-raising,  and 
perks.’’— Jo/7/7  Boister 
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The  First  iV£H' 


RESERVATION  APPLICATION 


_ THE _ 

I1R.VOFORD 

MINT 

9345  Milwaukee  Avenue  •  Niles,  IL  60714-1393 

YES.  Please  reserve  the  Lincoln  Bicentennial  Coin 
Collection  me  as  described  in  this  announcement. 

Please  Respond  Promptly 

Signature 

Mrs.  Mr.  Ms. _ 

Name  (Please  Print  Clearly) 

Address 


City 

State  Zip 

1 7-00051 -060-E49301 

*Plus  $1 .95  shipping  and  service  per  piece.  Please  allow  4-8  weeks  after  initial 
payment  for  shipment.  First  album  shipped  with  second  shipment.  Sales  sub¬ 
ject  to  product  availability  and  order  acceptance. 

The  Bradford  Exchange  Mint  is  not  associated  with  the  U.S.  Government  or  U.S.  Mint. 


The  Lincoln 
Bicentennial 
Coin  Collection 


Featuring  four  all-new  coin 
design,  each  brilliantly 
chronicling  a  stage  of 
Lincoln's  personal  history: 
birth  and  early  childhood; 
formative  years;  early  career; 


U.S.  ONE-CENT  COINS 
in  50  YEARS! 


A  CENTURY  OF  COINS 


Coins  shown 
much  larger 
than  actual 


, ,  AND  BEYOND 

IN  0  other  coin  in  United  States  history  has  had  the  historic 
significance  or  lasting  impact  of  the  Lincoln  Penny.  Now,  on  its  hundredth 
anniversary,  it  is  undergoing  its  first  redesign  since  1959,  with  FOUR 
ALL-NEW  reverse  designs  celebrating  four  stages  of  Lincoln’s  remarkable 
life!  You  can  be  assured  of  acquiring  these  HIGHLY  ANTICIPATED  and 
GROUND-BREAKING  2009  coins  when  you  reserve  The  Bradford  Exchange 
WmLs Lincoln  Bicentennial  Coin  Collection. 

In  addition  to  the  four  new  2009  designs — ^yours  in  Brilliant  Uncirculated 
condition  from  both  the  Denver  and  Philadelphia  mints — ^your 
reservation  guarantees  you  the  PULL  SERIES  of  Lincoln  Pennies  produced 
SINCE  1909  (including  rare,  hard-to-find  issues)  through  the  redesigned 
2009  celebration  coins  and  beyond!  Each  coin  is  preserved  for  posterity  in 
an  informative  Commemorative  Collectible  Panel,  which  includes  a 
compelling  narrative  on  Lincoln’s  life  and  the  coin’s  year  of  issue. 

By  reserving  your  collection  today,  you  won’t  miss  a  single  issue!  Plus, 
there’s  no  risk,  as  your  purchase  is  backed  by  our  365-day  guarantee  and 
you  can  cancel  at  any  time.  The  Premier  “Kentucky” Panel  (the  first 
redesign) ,  will  be  sent  first;  subsequent  panels  will  be  shipped  in  sets  of  two  as 
previous  panels  are  paid  for  in  full. 

To  own  the  complete  collection,  send  no  money  now:  just  return 
the  Reservation  Application  TODAY!  With  your  COMPLETE  Lincoln 
Bicentennial  Coin  Collection,  you’ll  receive  coins  from  both  the 
Philadelphia  and  Denver  Mints  and  EREE  display  albums,  at  the 
introductory  price  of  $12.95*  per  panel.  Don’t  miss  out  — order  today! 


The  perfect  presentation  for  your 
historic  coins,  the  Lincoln 
Bicentennial  Coin  Albums  have  been 
custom-designed  to  hold  all  your  coin 
panels  in  heirloom  condition — and 
they’re  FREE  with  your  collection!* 

Note:  Due  to  scarcity  and  rarity  of 
some  older  coins,  aU  issues  after 
1958  will  be  in  mint,  uncirculated 
condition  and  those  1958  and  earlier 
will  be  in  documented  Very  Good 
Collector  Condition. 

©2009  Bradford  Exchange  Mint 
17-00051-060-BI 


collectiblestoday.com 

Homo  of  Tho  Bradford  Exchango  and  All  Thinga  Colloctiblo 


i 


1 


Atlanta 
Chicago 
Denver 
Detroit 
Houston 
Myrtle  Beach 
New  Orleans 
New  York 
Niagara  Falls 
Philadelphia 


St.  Louis 


^  Tampa 
Wellford 


The  Penthouse 
Club  —  where  you, 
your  friends 
and  business  assoeiates 
ean  relax  in  eomfort, 
talk  business  and 
dine  in  eleganee. 
Enjoy  personalized 
serviee  with 
a  wide  seleetion 
of  champagne 
and  wines,  while 
you  are 

entertained  by  the 
world’s  most 
-  V  beautiful  women. 


You  poke  a  hole  through  the  urethra,  well,  hell,  you’re  going  to  see  some  blood. 
Any  idiot  could  have  guessed  that.  My  mistake  was  thinking  it  would  be  a  trickle. 
Like  when  you  cut  your  finger  and  see  a  trough  of  raw  flesh  slowly  fill  with  red.... 
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There  were  two  things  I  thought  I  was  prepared  for: 

the  blood  and  the  pain.  I’d  done  my  reading  to 
prep  myself.  But  reading  can  only  tell  you  so  much. 

By  Rob  Roberge 
Illustration  by  Jon  Proctor 

YOU  poke  a  hole  through  the  urethra,  well,  hell, 

you’re  going  to  see  some  blood.  Any  idiot  could 
have  guessed  that.  And  the  pain?  If  I  may  use  a 
fourth-grade  rhetorical  term,  duh\  Put  a  hole 
in  your  cock,  it’s  going  to  hurt.  Rule  of  life,  the 
price  of  the  ticket,  and  all  that.  And  I  don’t 
regret  it  for  a  moment,  though  I  do  wonder 
about  my  generation’s  old  folks’  homes.  I’m  picturing  room  after 
room  of  pierced,  branded,  and  tattooed  octogenarians,  making 
just  about  any  institution  look  like  a  retirement  home  for  carnies. 

I  won’t  detail  why  I  (and  my  wife)  decided  driving  steel  through 
my  dick  was  a  fabulous  idea.  I  thinkofitasa  horny  man’s  version 
of  those  bowerbirdsthat  build  their  nests  of  tinsel 
and  shiny  candy  wrappers  to  attract  a  mate:  “See 
this,  baby?  This  is  the  nest  you  want.’’ 

Our  body-modification  gal  was  frighteningly 
young.  She  was  also  tattooed,  bejeweled,  and 
studded,  a  cute-skulled,  shaved-headed  woman  for 
whom  it  seemed  altogether  normal  and  common¬ 
place— which  for  her,  of  course,  it  was— to  stick 
needles  through  the  tips  of  strange  men’s  cocks. 

I  lay  back,  naked  from  the  waist  down,  while  it  happened.  I  was 
prepared  for  a  mind-blowing,  white-light  pain.  I’ve  had  seven 
concussions,  mostly  the  result  of  a  basketball-filled  misspent 
youth  and  a  car-accident-  and  bar-fight-laden,  drug-addled 
young  adulthood.  I  thought  I  knew  pain.  My  wife,  Gayle,  was 
holding  my  hand,  but  at  enough  of  a  distance  that  she  could  see 
what  I  couldn’t— the  whole  gory  deal.  Her  interest  in  my  decora¬ 
tive  pain  was  both  intellectual  and  primal— and  altogether  hot. 

The  piercer  said,  “Your  penis  is  perfectly  symmetrical.” 

Not,  “Wow,  your  cock  is  enormous.  I’ve  never  seen  such 
a  specimen.  My  life  is  cock,  and  I’ve  never  seen  one  this  big.” 

But  not,  “Jesus,  we’ll  have  to  send  out  for  a  bird  surgeon  to  get 
needles  small  enough  to  do  this  job,”  either.  So  I  said  what  felt 
awkwardly  appropriate  for  the  moment:  “Thanks.” 

“Seriously,”  she  said,  “it’s  bizarre  how  it’s  perfectly  seamed 
down  the  middle.” 

And  now  I  started  to  worry  about  how  something  at  first  per¬ 
ceived  to  be  good  can,  in  fact,  be  bad.  About  how  perfection  and 
symmetry  are  the  characteristics  of  unfeeling  machines,  not  the 
territory  of  we  messy,  altogether  asymmetrical  humans.  Like, 
maybe  this  was  a  sign  that  I  wasn’t  right  in  some  cock-based 
way— a  phallic  version  of  the  kids  who  can  draw  perfect  circles 
despite  being  damaged  beyond  all  repair  in  other  ways.  But  I 
figured  she  didn’t  need  my  neurosis,  so  I  just  said,  "Hmmm.” 


“Don’t  see  this  much.  Can  I  have  a  picture  when  we’re  done?” 
And  so,  after  I  agreed  to  a  photo,  the  piercer  asked  if  I  was 
ready,  and  I  lied  and  said  I  was.  Then  I  felt  a  shock  of  pain  that  was 
not  as  bad  as  I’d  imagined.  And  I  was  reminded,  as  I  am  frequently 
(though  I  wonder  how  he  would  feel  about  being  referenced 
in  this  situation),  of  Mark  Twain  saying,  “I’ve  had  a  great  many 
difficulties  in  life.  Fortunately,  most  of  them  never  occurred.” 

It  was  over  quickly.  It  seemed  to  go  well.  Our  piercer  said,  “Oh, 
great,  there’s  no  blood  at  all.  This  never  happens.  Stay  still,  and  I’ll 
get  a  picture.”  Gayle  smiled  down  at  me.  The  only  problem  was, 
the  piercer’s  camera  was  out  of  film,  so  she  went  to  get  some.  I 
was  feeling  relaxed,  and  amazed  at  how  easily  it  had  all  gone. 
“How  is  it?”  I  asked  Gayle. 

“Beautiful,”  she  said. 

I  sat  up  to  take  a  look ...  and  that’s  when  the  blood  came.  And 
while  I  had,  as  I  said,  read  up  and  done  my  research,  I  only  ever 
pictured  blood  coming  out  the  hole  that  had  been  pierced  in  my 
flesh— not  for  a  moment  thinking  it  would  gush,  a\  \  East  of  Eden, 
out  the  head  of  my  cock.  It  was  like  pissing  blood,  and  I  had  no 
control  over  it.  This  was  news.  “Fuck,”  I  said,  flopping  back  down. 

Our  piercer  walked  into  the  room,  saw  the  tremendous  amount 
of  blood,  and  said,  “Oh,  you  sat  up,”  in  a  tone  that  reeked  of 
disappointment  at  how  stupid  people  can  be. 

Eventually,  she  wiped  off  enough  blood  to  get  a  good  picture. 
Then,  after  wrapping  my  cock  in  gauze  and  doing  some  cool  flip- 
flop  thing  with  a  latex  glove  turned  inside  out,  she  sent  me  home. 
Later,  after  putting  it  off  for  a  long  time,  I  went  to  the  bathroom.  I’d 
read  that  peeing  for  the  first  time  would  hurt  like  hell.  But,  slowly, 
gently,  bloodily,  that  went  pretty  well,  too,  and  I  thought  I  was 
pastthe  worstof  it. 

The  piercer  asked  if  I  was  ready, 
andl  lied  and  saidi  was.ThenI  felt  a 
shock  of  pain  that  was  not  as  bad 
as  I’d  imagined.  It  was  over  quickly. 
It  seemed  to  go  weU. . . . 

Two  days  later,  I  came  for  the  first  time  with  my  new  jewelry 
in,  and  this  is  where,  again,  my  preparation  let  me  down.  As 
I  said,  I  have  known  pain,  and  some  of  it  I  have  liked  a  great 
deal— but  I  am  not  a  tough  guy.  I  tore  my  knee  in  three  places  at 
once.  I  also  once  threw  a  drunken  punch  at  a  guy  who  ducked; 
my  amateur  haymaker  landed,  instead,  in  the  broken  glass  of  a 
parking  meter,  my  trapped,  torn,  and  broken  hand  stuck  in  said 
glass  while  he  kicked  me  till  three  of  my  ribs  broke.  I  pissed  and 
shat  blood  for  a  week.  I  have— and  I  hope  it’s  obvious  that  this  is 
pain  in  an  entirely  different  context— been  whipped,  cropped, 
and  caned  to  the  point  of  joyous  blood.  And  I  will  tell  you  in  all 
honesty:  I  have  never  in  my  life  felt  pain  like  the  white-hot  pain 
of  that  post-piercing  orgasm.  I  bounced  off  the  bed,  retreated 
to  the  bathroom,  and  rolled  around  on  the  floor— pathetic  and 
fetal— for  an  embarrassingly  long  time  while  Gayle  soothed  me 
and  apologized.  I  eventually  got  my  legs  under  me  and  told  her 
that  no  one  should  ever  apologize  for  giving  someone  an  orgasm, 
even  one  with  such  unanticipated  repercussions. 

But,  as  I  have  now  said  several  times,  I  thought  I  knew  what 
to  expect,  and  then  even  convinced  myself  that  I’d  dodged  the 
bullets.  And  what  that  taught  me  was,  you  can  think  you’re  pre¬ 
pared,  but  the  blood  and  the  pain  are  always  there  to  surprise 
you— even  when  you  think  you’ve  seen  the  worst  of  it.  Even  when 
you  think  enough  time  has  passed,  and  you’re  in  the  clear.Ol— b 
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If  you’re  going  to  brave  the  pain  and  get  a  tattoo,  be  smart  about 

protecting  and  preserving  its  quaiity. 

By  Aiexander  Coiby 


orget  that  faded  blue- 
green  smear  that  used  to 
be  a  battleship  on  your 
grandpappy’sarm— if  you 
can.  Today,  tattoos  are 
done  with  technologically  advanced 
inks  that  should,  with  the  proper  care 
and  attention  on  your  end,  last  a  life¬ 
time.  That  means  the  No.  1  rule  is:  Be 
original,  pal!  Avoid  designs  that  you 
may  regret  in  a  few  years  (cartoon 
characters,  corporate  logos,  overused 
iconography).  The  other  basics  are: 

1.  Keep  it  clean.  After  all,  under¬ 
neath  that  artwork  is  a  wound. 

2.  Keep  it  moist.  Keeping  your  skin 
cool  and  moist  will  prevent  excessive 
scabbing.  If  a  product  contains 
alcohol,  tea-tree  oil,  or  anything 
citrus-based,  avoid  it.  It’s  too  drying. 

3.  If  and  when  it  itches,  slap  it  a  few 
times,  but  do  not  pick  the  scabs.  You 


risk  pulling  color  out  of  your  tattoo 
that  will  leave  it  looking  mottled. 

Only  self-control  or  a  good  pair  of 
handcuffs  can  help  you  with  that  third 
item,  but  a  host  of  new  products  will 
facilitate  your  efforts  on  the  first  two. 

Tattoo  Goo  Salve  comes  in  a  con¬ 
veniently  small  tin,  and  thethickblend 
of  cocoa  butter,  olive  and  wheat-germ 
oils,  a  nice  dose  of  vitamin  E,  and 
rosemary  extract  creates  a  smooth, 
nongreasy  balm  that  goes  on  easily. 
The  company’s  Goo  Ointment  main¬ 
tains  a  good  moisture  level  for  hours. 
Tattoo  Potion  #9  has  a  nice  soothing 
effect,  but  a  thin  viscosity,  which 
means  you’ll  have  to  reapply  it  at 
three-hour  intervals.  (Shake  it  well 
beforehand;  otherwise,  it’s  watery.) 
Tattoo  Potion  #7  is  for  maintenance. 
Think  of  it  as  an  everyday-use  inten¬ 


sity  booster  for  older  ink,  and  a  lotion 
to  keep  the  color  of  new  ink  vivid. 
Biker  Tattoo  Boost  also  brings  luster 
and  vibrancy  back  to  tats  that  have 
healed.  It’s  thick  enough  to  withstand 
cruising-speed  highway  winds,  and 
acts  as  a  barrier  against  the  elements 
of  the  road  without  clogging  pores. 
Black  Cat  Tattoo  Cleanser  is  a  spray 
soap  developed  specifically  for  tats. 
The  cleanser  is  rich  in  vitamin  E  to 
quicken  recovery  time,  free  of  fra¬ 
grance  or  citric  acids  that  could  irritate 
or  burn,  and  includesa  mild  glycerin 
soap  to  encourage  healing.  The 
company  also  makes  the  completely 
natural  Super  Healing  Salve,  with 
Texas  beeswax  for  consistency,  and 
Tattoo  Lotion  for  moisturizing  when 
your  ink  is  a  few  days  old.  FYI:  Black 
Cat  products  are  made  in  Austin. 
Raven  Tattoo  Care  Aftercare  Salve 
has  vitamin  E  and  beeswax,  both  of 
which  merge  with  the  natural  anti¬ 
bacterial  effect  of  lavender  essential 
oil.  It  has  a  medium-hard  consistency 
that  will  keep  your  ink  moisturized 
and  help  prevent  scabbing;  a  thin  film 
should  be  applied  three  times  a  day. 
PrickWax  is  last  on  our  list,  but  it 
sports  the  best  name  of  the  lot.  (Their 
slogan  is,  If  you’re  gonna  prick  it,  bet¬ 
ter  keep  it  waxed.)  This  stuff  is  made 
from  all-natural  ingredients  with 
antiseptic  and  healing  properties, 
including  olive  oil,  beeswax,  and 
lavender,  yet  it  smells  like  Froot 
Loops.  Its  primary  purpose  is  to  help 
alleviate  the  irritation  and  discomfort 
of  a  new  tattoo,  but  it  can  be  used 
effectively  on  the  windburn  and 
chapped  lips  you  get  from  cruising 
around  town  on  your  motorcycle. 

A  few  final  words  of  advice: 

•  Avoid  any  product  that’s  petroleum- 
based,  as  it  will  clog  pores.  Your  skin 
needsairto  heal. 

•  Avoid  aloe,  coconut  oil,  and  lemon- 
grass,  which  can  draw  out  the  ink. 

•  No  swimming  in  the  ocean  or  chlori¬ 
nated  pools.  In  fact,  stay  away  from 
any  swimming  for  a  couple  of  weeks. 
A  few  minutes  under  a  shower  is  one 
thing,  but  the  same  kind  of  time  in 
even  a  freshwater  pond  or  river  can 
contaminate  your  vulnerable  skin. 

•  Sunblock,  now  and  forever;  SPF  30 
ata  minimum.  Nothing  degrades  your 
ink  like  UV  rays. 

•  Try  not  to  overapply  any  product. 
You  want  it  clean  and  moist  for  the 
first  week  or  so.  After  that,  just  keep  it 
clean  and  let  it  air-dry.04—H 
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GetSezioiis 

It  isn’t  easy  to  go  from  being  a  freewheeling  single  guy 
to  a  monogamous  boyfriend.  Penthouse  Pet  Lexxi  Tyler  tells 
you  how  to  avoid  selling  out  your  manhood. 

By  Jonathan  Ages 

■  OFF  THE  BAT 

“I  appreciate  when  my  boyfriend 
introduces  me  as  his  girlfriend.  It  lets 
people  know,  ‘She’s  not  available. 

Don’t  hit  on  her.’  And  it’s  letting  other 
chicks  know,  ‘Hey,  this  is  the  Head 
Bitch  in  Charge.’  Sure,  it’s  like  saying 
you  have  ownership  over  each  other, 
but  it’s  really  a  sign  of  respect.” 

■  THE  RUN-IN 

‘‘You  can  say  hello  to  your  ex  at  a 
party,  as  long  as  you  keep  it  short 
and  sweet— don’t  leave  your  chick 
alone  and  go  talk  to  your  ex  for 
the  night.  Even  better,  take  your 


girlfriend  over  there  with  you,  if  she 
is  comfortable  with  it.” 

■  CHECK-IN  TIME 

‘‘You  don’t  have  to  cut  back  on 
partying  just  ’cause  you’re  in  a  serious 
relationship.  Of  course  we’re  cool 
with  you  going  out  for  boys’  night. 

But  if  your  normal  routine  is  to  check 
in  at  the  end  of  the  night,  you’ve  got 
to  stick  with  it— even  if  you’re  out  of 
town.  If  you  don’t,  she’s  gonna  start 
thinking  crazy.  You  would  too,  right? 
You  have  to  call  if  you  end  up  staying 
out  later  than  you  said  you  would. 
Otherwise,  she  may  come  looking 


for  you.  That’s  just  scary.  Go  to  the 
bathroom  to  make  the  phone  call, 
so  there  won’t  be  a  girl’s  voice  in  the 
background— that  would  be  a  quick 
way  to  piss  off  your  girlfriend.” 

■  WEB  CRAWLERS 

‘‘Sometimeson  MySpace,  a  guy  will 
say,  ‘My  wife  would  be  mad  if  she 
found  out  I  was  friends  with  you.’ 

I’m  just  like,  ‘I  have  54,000  friends, 
dude.  I  don’t  really  give  a  fuck.’  Your 
woman  w/// mind,  though,  if  you’re 
just  trying  to  check  out  another  hot 
chick.  And  don’t  try  to  sneak  it  under 
the  radar,  either.  You’re  just  asking  for 
problems.” 

■  GIVE  IT  UP 

‘‘Guys  know  what’s  gonna  get  them 
into  trouble.  Being  in  a  relationship 
is  not  rocket  science— even  if  it  feels 
like  it  sometimes.  And  if  you’re  making 
so  many  concessions  to  your  girl  that 
you  feel  totally  emasculated,  find 
another  chick.”04— b 
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Pontiac’S  wicked  new  rear-wheei-drive  muscie  car  ceiebrates 

the  thunder  Down  Under. 

ByBiiiHeaid 


We  live  during  a 
time  when  it’s 
not  only  hard 
to  determine 
what  cars  will 
survive  the 

wounded  economy,  but  where  they 
actually  are  built  in  the  first  place. 
GM’s  Pontiac  division  has  been  a 
familiar  American  iconsince1926 
and,  until  recently,  was  known  for 
serious  performance  cars.  GM  has 
decided  the  brand  will  disappear  in 
2010,  so  how  does  it  say  good-bye? 

Ironically,  Pontiac’s  demise  comes 
right  after  management  decided 
to  revive  its  motorhead  mojo  and 
grace  the  marketplace  with  a  serious, 
rear-drive,  V-8-powered  menace 
to  society  cloaked  in  a  fairly  mild- 
mannered  sedan  body.  And  where 
did  they  look  for  such  a  machine? 
Detroit?  No  way.  They  rang  up 
Australia,  and  GM’s  Holden  Division. 

Oz:  the  land  of  kangaroos  and 
desert  landscapes,  with  lots  of  room 
to  run.  Big  V-8s  still  roam  across  the 
Outback,  and  the  legend  of  Mad 
Max  lives  on.  If  you  will  recall,  it  was 
Mel  Gibson’s  limping,  leather-clad 
character  who  fought  violent  loons 
in  pursuit  of  gasoline  in  the  Road 
Warrior  films,  in  which  he  was  armed 
only  with  a  shotgun,  an  Aussie  Cattle 
Dog  (in  Mad  Max  2),  and  a  monstrous 
V-8  coupe.  Granted,  Max  drove  a 
Ford  Falcon,  but  these  days  the 
nearest  thing  we  can  get  (with  the 
proper  Down  Under  DNA)  is  the 
Holden  Commodore.  This  sedan  is 
now  known  on  these  shores  as  the 
Pontiac  G8,  and  just  think  of  it: 

The  American  market  gets  a  badass 
machine  with  an  engine  and 
transmission  created  in  Mexico, 


bolted  into  the  car  in  Elizabeth, 
Australia,  then  shipped  here.  Was  it 
worth  the  trip? 

In  a  word,  hellyeah.  They  even 
did  us  the  courtesy  of  putting  the 
steering  wheel  on  the  correct  side 
of  the  car.  The  G8  comes  in  three 
flavors:  the  straight  G8,  the  GT,  and 
the  GXP.  The  regular  G8  is  all  well 
and  good,  and  has  a  plucky  little 
V-6,  but  isn’t  nearly  nasty  enough. 
The  GT  has  a  much  more  desirable 
six-liter  V-8  with  361  horsepower, 
which  is  acceptable.  But  if  you  really 
want  to  taste  the  warrior  lifestyle, 
you  need  the  GXP,  mate.  The  stout  6.2 
V-8  found  under  the  bonnet  pumps 


out  415  horsepower  and  sounds  like 
an  auditory  wet  dream  when  you 
release  the  hounds.  This  is  a 
wonderfully  nasty  mill,  and  while 
it’s  normally  very  well-behaved,  it 
occasionally  rocks  the  car  a  bit  when 
idling  to  tell  you  it’s  time  to  go. 

The  standard  transmission  is 
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a  six-speed  automatic  with  a 
manual  mode,  and  a  six-speed 
manual  is  available.  Under  normal 
circumstances,  I  would  say  go 
with  the  manual,  but  the  automatic 
transmission  makes  loading  the 
shotgun  and  feeding  the  Cattle  Dog 
much  easier  at  high  speed. 

The  GXP  is  equipped  with 
everything  you  need  to  tame  the 
beast,  including  massive  Brembo 
brakes,  StabiliTrak  Electronic 
Stability  Control,  a  brilliantly  tuned 
suspension,  and  premium  rubber 
mounted  on  19-inch  polished 
alloy  wheels.  Handling  is  crisp  and 
predictable,  and  no  doubt  light- 
years  sharper  than  that  beat-up 
creature  Mad  Max  motored  around 
the  Never  Never.  It’s  a  dynamic 
sporting  platform  that  feels  mean 
and  substantial,  kind  of  like  a  four- 
wheeled  torpedo. 


The  G8’s  bad-boy  drivetrain 
persona  is  evenly  balanced  by  its 
civilized  side.  The  interior  is  quiet, 
accommodating,  and  graced  with 
logical  switchgear  and  displays  that 
are  vastly  better  than  GM’s  typical 
stateside  fare.  A  powerful  Blaupunkt 
audio  system  with  230  watts  and  11 
speakers  rocks  the  house,  and  the 
rear  seat  is  big  enough  for  a  small 
rugby  scrum.  This  is  the  thing  that 
really  sets  apart  the  most  powerful 
Pontiac  ever  from  the  Challengers, 
Mustangs,  and  Camaros  of  the  world: 
It’s  actually  a  very  practical  sedan, 
in  terms  of  passenger  capability,  that 
delivers  truly  amazing  performance. 
True,  it  has  a  substantial  appetite 
for  petrol,  but  it  certainly  puts  the 
stuff  to  good  use.  Bottom  line: 

The  Pontiac  name  is  saying  adios, 
but  it’s  departing  in  a  blaze  of  Aussie 
glory.  Get  one  before  it’s  too  late.Ol— n 


An  enormousVS, rear-wheel 
drive,  and powerfiil  Brembo 
br^es  may  say  Pontiac  on 
the  outside,  but  deep  down  the 
GXPispure  Tasmanian  devil. 


SPECIFICATIONS 

'  Body  style 

Four-door  sedan  _ 

Engine  _ 

V-8. 6.2  liter 

'  Power 

415  horsepower 

Torque 

415  foot-pounds 

Transmission 

Six-speed  auto, 
optional  six- 
speed  manual 

Front  tires 

P245/40R19 

Rear  tires 

P245/40R19 

Curb  weight 

4,050  pounds 

0-60 

4.65  seconds 

Top  speed 

150  mph 

(electronically 

governed) 

Fuel  capacity 
_^uel  ecqnorny^ 


L  Price  (as  tested)  $39, 995 


19.2  gallons 
13  city/20  highway 
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SERVICING  YOUR  NEEDS. 


(!)7FCH 


lutuieTech 


We’re  several  months  into  the  economic 
downturn,  or  whatever  we’re  calling  it 
today,  which  means  it’s  the  perfect  time 
to  consider  tech  investments  you  can 
actually  count  on.  This  gear  can  get  you 
through  the  current  crisis  and  beyond. 

By  Paul  Stone 


■  Luxia  7000  Series  LED 


A  TV  is  a  TV,  right?  Wrong. 
When  you’re  looking  for  a 
TVthat’s  in  itforthe  long 
haul— and  at  this  price,  you’ll 
want  it  to  last  a  while— you 
need  more  than  the  built-in 
digital  tuner  that  gets  your 
house  ready  forthedigital 
TV  switchover.  This  hot 
new  entry  from  Samsung, 
thel. 2-inch-deep  Luxia 
7000  Series  LED,  costs  an 
arm  and  half  a  leg,  butyou 
won’t  need  to  replace  it 
unless  they  invent  TVs  that 
cook  you  dinner...  or  you 
unleash  your  remote  or 
Wii  controller  on  the  fancy 


Touch  of  Color  screen. 

Why  you  should  buy  it: 

These  TVs  have  state-of- 
the-art  networking,  so 
you’ll  actually  havetimeto 
pay  it  off  before  you  need 
to  worry  about  planned 
obsolescence.  And  since 
they  use  40  percent  less 
energy  than  other  wide¬ 
screen  TVs,  they  practically 
make  you  money.  (46 
inches:  $2,500  to  $3,000; 
55  inches:  $3,800; 
Samsung.com) 


■  The  Zeppelin  iPod  Speaker  System 


■  The  Area-51  m17x 


This  instant  design  classic, 
with  its  giant-pill-meets- 
airship  appearance, 
may  well  be  the  most 
intriguing-looking  thing 
in  your  home— but  it’s  got 
way  more  to  offer  than 
good  looks.  The  huge 
speakers  fire  out  audio  that 
will  have  your  neighbors’ 
walls  shaking.  Bowers  & 
Wilkins  has  been  making 
impressive  speakers  for 
decades,  and  the  Zeppelin 
was  specifically  designed 
to  bring  out  the  maximum 
sound  quality  in  digital 
tracks;  it  also  works  with 
lossless  audio  formats. 


Why  you  should  buy  it: 

You’ll  get  amazing 
performance  and  looks 
(we  especially  love  the 
cool  illuminated  keyboard, 
which  is  incredibly  useful 
when  you’ve  got  the  lights 
out).  This  notebook  is 
good  for  graphics-hungry 
computer  junkies  and 
workaholics  alike.  ($1,400; 
Alienware.com)OI^ 


There  are  even  connections 
that  allow  you  to  stream 
music  from  other  devices 
to  the  speakers,  and  images 
from  your  iPod  to  your  TV. 
Why  you  should  buy  it: 
Audio  is  audio.  This  puppy 
isn’t  going  to  get  much 
better  or  be  usurped 
anytime  soon.  ($600; 
Bowers-Wilkins.com; 
Amazon.com) 


Laptops  are  tricky  things 
to  futureproof  because 
they  evolve  so  quickly,  but 
gamers  can  rest  easy  for  a 
while  with  this  powerhouse 
notebook  from  Alienware. 
The  graphics  capabilities 
will  blow  your  mind;  it’s 
powered  by  the  Intel  Core  2 
Extreme  processor  and  has 
one  gigabyte  of  dedicated 
memory.  Add  in  the  HD 
video  editing,  3-D  model 
rendering,  audio  mixing, 
and  expandable  memory 
and  storage,  and  you  have 
as  futureproof  a  laptop  as 
humanly  possible. 


28  PENTHOUSE.COM 


©2009  General  Media  Communications,  Irtc.  All  rigl^eserved.  PEI^OUSE,  PENTHOtiBE  SWIM,  PLAY  WETaii^thS  Or|E  KEY  LOGO  ai 
'trademarks  of  General  Media  Communr^lons,  l^^sed  by  permlsjUon.  Pentli&se  Sww  by  Chica  Rica  ©20Q&C^a  Rica  Bikini  Conij 


PENT 


Feathered  Friends  Penguin  10-Degree  Sieeping  Bag 


1!d(eall]l(e 


Campgrounds  can  be  an  inexpensive  aiternative  to 
hoteis,  but  you  might  want  to  teii  your  girifriend  it’s  reaiiy 
aii  about  the  romance  of  sieeping  under  the  stars. 


By  Ai  Thompson 


A  few  companies  make  sleeping  bags  for  couples,  but  it’s  hard 
to  beat  something  this  versatile.  The  bags  are  comfortable, 
high-quality,  and  all-American  (they’re  handmade  in  Seattle). 
The  groundsheet  zips  on  to  make  room  for  two,  and  has 
pockets  for  air  mattresses.  The  Sandpiper  bag  has  the  same 
advantages,  but  it’s  lighterand  better  for  summer.  (Penguin: 
$445-$465;  groundsheet:  $70-$75;  FeatheredFriends.com) 


This  is  not  a  tent  for  a  week  at  the  lake,  but 
if  you’re  backpacking  into  the  woods  for  a 
summer  night  out,  it’s  a  smart  choice— and 
cool-looking.  It’s  light,  easy  to  set  up,  and  has 
30  square  feet  of  floor  space,  making  it  the 
perfect  size  for  two  (unless  you’re  tall).  There 
are  vents  at  the  top  to  keep  you  cool  and 


a  ten-square-foot  weatherproof  vestibule 
where  you  can  stow  your  gear,  so  you  and 
your  girlfriend  won’t  roll  over  it  while  you’re, 
um,  sleeping.  ($300;  BDEL.com) 
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Trek  Liqht  Gear  Double  Hammock 


If  you’ve  found  a  better  way  to  lounge  around  than  in  a  hammock,  we’d  like 
to  hear  about  it.  For  our  money,  it’s  hard  to  beat,  and  hanging  out  with  a  date 
calls  for  a  double-wide.  This  one,  at  six  and  a  half  feet  wide  and  ten  feet  long, 
gives  you  plenty  of  room  to  get  cozy,  and  supports  up  to  400  pounds.  For 
information  on  how  you  can  win  one  often  free  double  hammocks  from  Trek 
Light  Gear,  visit  PenthouseMagazine.com.*  ($65;  TrekLightGear.com) 


Istanlev3-in-1  Tripod  LED  Flashlight 
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When  you’re  outdoors  in 
the  summer,  you  won’t  want 
to  wear  boots,  but  if  you’re 
hitting  the  trails,  you’ll  want 
more  support  than  running 
shoes  provide.  These  are 
comfortable  for  day  hikes 
and  built  to  take  a  lot  of 
abuse,  with  reinforced  leath¬ 
er  and  a  rubber  toe.  The 
AMS  sole  provides  great  sup¬ 
port,  stability,  and  traction, 
without  weighing  you  down. 
One  caveat:  You  should  stick 
to  boots  if  you  have  weak 
ankles,  you’re  going  to  be 
on  rocky  terrain,  or  you’re 
carrying  a  heavy  pack.  ($100; 
ZamberlanStore.com) 


If  you  plan  on  hiking,  you’ll 
need  more  than  a  T-shirt 
and  jeans.  Even  if  you  start 
off  when  the  temperature 
is  in  the  90s,  if  you  end  up 
out  on  the  trail  after  dark,  it 
can  get  cold  fast.  The  key  to 
staying  warm  is  dressing  in 
layers,  and  this  is  one  of  the 
best  options  we’ve  found  for 
a  top  layer  that’s  windproof, 
highly  water-resistant,  and 
lightweight.  It’s  pricey,  so  if 
you  want  a  more  impressive 
recommendation,  it’s  used 
for  Special  Forces  uniforms. 
Those  dudes  know  survival 
gear.  (Jacket:  $264;  pants: 
$126;  BeyondClothing.com) 


When  you’re  camping,  you  frequently  need  to  cut  things.  This 
cool-looking  folding  knife  has  a  three-inch  blade  (serrated 
or  fine)  that  will  suit  most  of  your  needs.  The  handle  locks  for 
safety,  but  opens  easily  using  the  thumb  studs;  the  stainless- 
steel  handle  provides  an  impressively  comfortable  grip  while 
keeping  the  knife  lightweight.  ($34;  GerberGear.com) 


This  new  and  improved  3-in-l  came  out  late  last  year,  but  we  still 
haven’t  found  a  better  option  for  camping.  The  lights  can  all  be 
used  together,  of  course,  with  varying  angles  up  to  120  degrees 
to  throw  light  in  three  different  directions,  or  they  can  be  sepa¬ 
rated  for  individual  use;  each  generates  20  lumens  of  light.  And 
they’re  slim  enough  to  slide  into  a  pocket  of  your  tent  or  jacket, 
for  hands-free  illumination.  ($30;  StanleyTools.com) 


A  headlamp  is  another 
good  thing  to  tuck  into  a 
day  pack,  even  if  you  think 
you’ll  be  back  at  your 
campsite  well  before 
nightfall.  They’re  relatively 
inexpensive,  as  emergency 
gear  goes,  and  useful  for  a 
number  of  activities  around 
the  campsite.  The  Spot 
headlamp  has  a  one-watt 
LED  and  three  SuperBright 
LEDs,  a  comfortable 
headband,  and  it’s  about 
as  nongeeky  a  look  as 
you’re  going  to  find  in  a 
headlamp— even  Amaz/ng' 
Race  contestants  look  silly  in 
them.  ($40;  BDEL.com) 


If  your  weekend  camping 
trip  will  involve  moze  th^ 
sifting  at  the  lake  with  a 
beer  and  a  fishing  pole  in 
hand,  you  need  to  gi - 
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Nd  Skunks  iUlowed 

Microbrewers  know  there’s  no  contest  between  aluminum  and 
glass  when  it  comes  to  fresh-tasting  beer. 


4.  SAFER  SIPPING 

Why  are  cans  allowed  at  the  Indy  500 
and  glass  bottles  are  not?  Ask  any  frat 
boy.  Or,  as  Oskar  Blues  brewer  Dale 
Katechis  says,  “Ever  try  to  crush  a 
bottle  against  your  forehead?” 


By  Betsy  Andrews 


5.  GREENER  PACKAGING 


Astraight-from-the-cooler 
PBR  hits  the  spot  on  a  90- 
degree  day:  it’s  wet,  cold, 
and  has  so  little  flavor 
that  the  taste  doesn’t  get 
in  the  way  of  quenching  your  thirst. 
But  canned  beer  has  moved  beyond 
lawn-mower  lager. 

A  decade  ago,  only  big  players  like 
Bud  could  afford  to  can  beer.  Now, 
with  the  growth  of  micro-canning 
systems,  even  craft-beer  makers— the 
guys  brewing  good  stuff  in  small 
batches— can  get  into  the  game.  In 
2002,  Colorado’s  Oskar  Blues  became 
the  first  microbrewery  in  the  United 
States  to  can  its  own  ale.  Today,  it  has 
grown  from  a  700-barrel-a-year  brew- 
pub  to  a  35,000-barrel  A-lister,  and 
American  craft  brewers  are  canning 
everything  from  Hefeweizen  to  stout. 

Consider  Oskar  Blues’  Dale’s  Pale 
Ale:  Imagine thejolt  itsspicy  hops 
and  deep  European  malt  taste  could 
deliver  to  your  dulled  senses  on  a  hot 
day.  It  might  even  revive  you  enough 
to  go  another  row  on  the  lawn  mower. 

Here  are  seven  smart  reasons  why 
you  should  get  with  the  can: 

1.  COLDER  BEER 

Dreaming  of  an  icy  quaff?  Metal  cools 
faster  than  glass,  so  if  you  need  it  cold 
in  a  hurry,  go  for  cans. 


2.  FRESHER  BEER 

Light  is  beer’s  worst  enemy.  Hops,  the 
flowers  responsible  for  beer’s  bracing 
aroma  and  bitterness,  contain  acids 
thatbreakdown  ineither  sunlight  or 
fluorescent  light  and  turn  beer  “skunky.” 
Brown  or  green  glass  helps  protect 
beer  from  sunlight,  but  metal  does  an 
even  better  job.  It’s  pitch  black  inside  a 
can,  where  no  skunks  lurk. 

Oxygen  is  beer  enemy  No.  2.  Unlike 
bottles,  which  retain  air  in  their  necks, 
cans  can  be  filled  right  to  the  brim.  This 
means  less  oxidation,  so  your  beer  stays 
fresher  longer,  and  pours  with  a  nice, 
foamy  head. 

You  counter  with:  What  good  is 
head  when  the  stuff  you’re  swallowing 
tastes  like  metal?  Today’s  cans  are 
polymer-lined,  so  the  brew  never 
touches  the  aluminum.  Your  beer  will 
taste  fresh-tapped,  especially  if  you 
pour  it  before  drinking. 

3,  BEER  WHERE  YOU  WANT  IT 

Cans  are  lighter  and  more  compact 
than  bottles,  and  they’re  easier  to 
carry.  Plus,  their  pull-tab  openers  are 
built  in.  You  can  shove  a  six-pack  in 
your  backpack  and  hit  the  links  orthe 
boat  dock  without  a  church  key. 


What’s  not  to  like  about  something 
that  uses  less  resources  to  transport, 
and  is  more  recyclable  than  glass? 

6,  BETTER  LOOKS 

Thirsty  Beaver?  Santa’s  Butt? 
Whether  they’re  snazzy,  snarky,  or 
downright  dirty,  beer  labels  on  cans 
can  be  wildly  creative.  Cans  offer  360- 
degree  displays,  and  craft  brewers  are 
taking  their  can  art  to  the  max.  Will 
you  lookcool  tipping  a  blazing  can  of 
Sly  Fox  Phoenix  Pale  Ale?  You  bet! 

7,  VARIETY 

Although  availability  varies  by  state, 
as  with  most  microbrews,  there’s  a 
canned  craft  beer  out  there  to  suit 
everyone’s  taste.CH— n 


FOR  THE  SOFT-CORE 

Sly  Fox’s  Pikeland  Pils:  This  little-lager-that-could  managed  to 
beat  out  46  other  brews  to  win  the  gold  for  German-style  pilsner 
at  the  2007  Great  American  Beer  Festival.  Drink  it  instead  of 
commercial  lagers. 

FOR  THE  HARD-CORE 

Oskar  Blues’  TenFidy  Imperial  Stout:  Big,  black,  and  badass,  this 
mocha-licious  brew  oozes  from  the  spout.  At  about  ten  percent 
alcohol,  you’ll  be  oozing  to  the  floor. 

FOR  BITTER  LOVERS 

Surly  Brewing  Company’s  Furious:  Clocking  in  at  99  IBUs 
(International  Bitterness  Units),  this  IPA  will  burn  a  hole  through 
your  tongue  and  send  you  off  to  hops-head  heaven. 

FOR  THE  LADIES 

21st  Amendment  Brewery’s  Hell  or  High  Watermelon  Wheat: 
This  light,  dry  summer  refresher  is  brewed  with  a  load  of  fresh- 
pressed  fruit.  It’s  like  eating  the  melon  without  having  to  spit 
out  the  seeds. 
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“Robert’s  has  some  of  the 


VERY  BEST  STEAKS 
IN  NEW  YORK  CITY.” 


-  Frank  Bruni  -  New  YorkTimes 


“BEST  PUCE 


_  [for 

^dinner  and  a  dance” 

-  Esquire  Magazine 


“TheEpSa^  _ 
thing  is  how  nicely 
topless  dancing 
enhances  the 
eating  offfiDffi 
^andthe 
other  way  around. 

-  Jeffrey  Steingarten  -  Vogue  Magazine 


z 

ZAGAT  RATINGS: 

APPEAL  25  DECOR  22  SERVICE  24 

VERY  GOOD  TO  EXCELLENT 

Metro  TV  -  Naked  New  York 


NYC'S  MOST  UPSCALE  GENTLEMEN'S  CLUB 


J~ J  ^  _ ^  JZj  C-r^ 

EXECUTiVE  CLUfr 

603  W  45TXST., CORNER  imVE.,  NYC.  212.245.0002 
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PLEASE  CALL  212.245.0002  OR  EMAIL  US  AT  INFO  @  PECNYC.COM 


FOR  THOSE  WHO 
APPRECIATE  THE 


The  femme  fatale  is  a  film  noir  staple  that  Hollywood  historically  has  done  very,  very  well. 
These  manipulative  and  seductive  sexpots  are  mad,  bad, 
and  dangerous  to  know.  Never  mind  the  Big  Bad  Wolf.  Beware  the  Big  Bad  Bitch. 

By  Melissa  Anderson 


1.  Barbara  Stanwyck  (Dot/b/eZ/ide/n/i/fK  1944) 

The  film  noir  genre  was  exemplified  by  this  juicy  tale  of  an  L.A. 
housewife  (Stanwyck)  who  lures  a  square  insurance  man  (Fred 
MacMurray)  into  an  affair— and  a  plot  to  kill  her  husband. 

2,  Gene  Tierney  (Z.eav^e/yerto/yeav^e/1, 1945) 

Tierney  plays  a  woman  so  pathologically  jealous  of  the  people 
close  to  her  new  husband  that  she  simply  watches— from  behind 
memorable  sunglasses— as  his  kid  brother  drowns  in  front  of  her. 

3-  Rita  Hayworth  iGHda,  1946) 

The  luscious  Hayworth  stars  as  a  nightclub  singer  who  can’t  stay 
loyal  to  any  one  man  for  long,  sending  everybody  into  a  frenzy 
with  her  song  “Put  the  Blame  on  Marne.” 

4.  Lauren  Bacall  (Jhe  Big  Sleep,  1946) 

Bacall  and  her  real-life  partner  Humphrey  Bogart  (though  Bogie 
was  married  to  someone  else  at  the  time)  sizzle  as  a  P.l.  and  an 
heiress  who’s  just  a  little  too  mixed  up  in  blackmail  and  murder. 

5.  Lana  Tlimer  (.ThePostmanAlwaysRings  TVWice, 1946) 

In  her  breakout  role,  the  “Sweater  Girl”  gets  it  on  with  a  lusty 
drifter  (John  Garfield),  convincing  him  thatthey  should  kill  her 
much-older  husband  and  take  over  the  greasy  spoon  he  runs. 

6.  Ava  Gardner  (Jhe Killers, 1946) 

Double-crossing  dames  don’t  get  much  more  delicious  than 
Gardner’s  Kitty  Collins.  The  actress  was  once  called  “the  World’s 
Most  Beautiful  Animal”:  after  you  watch  this  film,  you’ll  know  why. 

7.  Jane  Greer(QutofthePast,  1947) 

Investigator  Robert  Mitchum  is  paid  to  track  down  Greer  in 
Mexico.  They  fall  hard  for  each  other,  but  she’s  trigger-happy 
and  eventually  leaves  her  man  in  the  dust. 

8.  Yvonne  De  Carlo  (Cr/ss  Cross,  1949) 

Before  she  was  Lily  Munster,  De  Carlo  ignited  the  screen  as  the 
ex-wife  that  Burt  Lancaster’s  character  can’t  forget.  He  wants 


her  back;  she  wants  to  ruin  his  life.  Criss  Cross  contains  not  just 
double  crosses,  but  triple  and  quadruple  crosses. 

9.  Gloria  Grahame  iThe  Big  Heat,  1953) 

As  a  gangster’s  moll  who  gets  a  pot  of  scalding-hot  coffee  thrown 
in  her  face  (by  Lee  Marvin!),  Grahame  soon  has  her  sweet  revenge. 
This  tough  cookie’s  offscreen  life  later  mirrored  a  twisted  film  noir 
when  she  married  her  former  stepson. 

10.  Marilyn  Monroe  (.Niagara,  1953) 

Monroe  was  the  ultimate  dumb  blonde,  but  she  could  act.  This 
thriller’s  tagline— “A  raging  torrent  of  emotion  that  even  nature 
can’t  control!”— referred  to  the  sex  goddess,  who  played  an 
unhappy  woman  scheming  with  her  lovertodo  in  her  husband. 

11.  Dorothy  Dandridge  (Carmen  Jones,  1954) 

In  this  legendary  adaptation  of  Bizet’s  opera  Carmen,  with  its  all- 
African-American  cast,  Dandridge  plays  a  hotheaded  temptress 
who  seduces  a  soldier  (Harry  Belafonte)  into  ditching  his  sweet 
and  pure  fiancee,  only  to  be  driven  to  madness  by  Miss  Jones. 

12.  Jane  Russell  (The  Revolt  of  Mamie  Stover,  1956) 

Knockout  Russell  is  chest  in  show  as  a  San  Francisco  prostitute 
who  runs  off  to  Honolulu  to  start  a  new  life,  but  soon  finds  herself 
up  to  her  old  tricks  with  the  sailors  in  town.  Don’t  miss  the  top- 
heavy  star’s  hula  number  “Keep  Your  Eyes  on  the  Hands.” 

13.  Brigitte  Barfioit(,..  And  God  Created  Woman,  1956) 

Pouty  Bardot  became  the  world’s  most  famous  sex  kitten 
thanks  to  her  breakthrough  performance  as  a  libidinous  18-year- 
old  orphan  who  drives  men  wild  with  her  barefoot  dances  on 
tabletops— a  shimmy  that  eventually  turns  one  besotted  brother 
against  another. 
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14.  Kim  Novak(l/'e/trsro^  1958) 

Alfred  Hitchcock’s  classic  tale  of  obsession  stars  the  husky¬ 
voiced  Novak  as  two  characters— high-class  blonde  Madeleine 
and  brunette  shopgirl  Judy— each  of  whom  causes  a  straight- 
and-narrow  detective  (Jimmy  Stewart)  to  lose  his  grip  on  reality. 

15.  Jean  Seberg  (Breathless,  1960) 

The  gamine  Seberg  plays  an  aspiring  American  journalist  in  Paris 
whom  Jean-Paul  Belmondo’s  petty  thief  finds  irresistible.  While 
he  plans  their  getaway  to  Italy,  she  calls  the  cops  on  him. 

16.  Elizabeth  Taylor  (Sune/y/e/dS,  1960) 

Taylor,  famously  sulking  in  a  slip,  won  her  first  Academy  Award 
playing  an  Upper  East  Side  call  girl  who  has  a  tempestuous  affair 
with  Laurence  Harvey.  It’s  a  thin  line  between  love  and  hate  as 
Taylor  memorably  digs  her  stiletto  into  Harvey’s  foot. 

17.  Angela  Lansbury  (77ie  Afa/ic/it/r/an  Candidate,  1962) 

Love  is  even  more  twisted  for  Laurence  Harvey  in  this  thriller, 
in  which  a  diabolical— but  still  kinda  hot— Lansbury,  playing  his 
brainwashing  mom,  convinces  him  to  kill,  kill,  kill. 

18.  Anne  Bancroft  (The  Graduate,  1967) 

The  prototype  for  both  the  MILE  and  the  cougar,  this  bored,  horny 
housewife  beds  a  college  grad  (Dustin  Hoffman)  whose  father’s 
business  partner  is  her  husband.  Mrs.  Robinson  is  none  too 
pleased  when  Hoffman  gets  the  hots  for  her  daughter. 

19.  Jeanne  Moreau  (The  Bride  Wore  Black,  1968) 

Moreau  is  a  woman  out  for  revenge.  She  kills,  one  by  one,  the  five 
men  who  made  her  a  widow  on  her  wedding  day,  determined  to 
complete  the  job  even  if  she  has  to  wait  years. 

20.  Catherine  Deneuve  (Mississippi Mermaid,  1969) 

More  French  marital  mishap  ensues  when  a  lonely  tobacco  farmer 
(Jean-Paul  Belmondo)  meets  his  mail-order  bride,  none  other 
than  icy  beauty  Deneuve.  She  cleans  out  his  bank  account  and 
runs  off  to  Antibes,  causing  hubby  to  have  a  nervous  breakdown. 

21.  Jane  Fonda  (Klute,  1971) 

No  one  rocks  a  shag  hairdo  and  a  micromini  in  quite  the  same 
way  as  Fonda  in  this  creepy  mystery.  Her  Manhattan  high-class 
prostitute/aspiring  actress  is  being  stalked  by  a  killer  but  protected 
by  a  podunk  private  eye  who  quickly  falls  in  love  with  her. 

22.  Faye  Dunaway  (C/i/natoiv/T,  1974) 

This  twisty  neo-noir,  set  in  1930s  Los  Angeles,  features  foxy 
Dunaway  as  the  widow  who  lures  private  eye  Jack  Nicholson  into 
her  bed,  only  to  later  reveal  the  most  unnatural  relationship  she 
had  with  her  father:  “She’s  my  sister  and  my  daughter!” 


23.  Charlotte  Rampling  (Farewell,  My  Lovely,  1975) 

A  year  after  she  immortalized  kinky  Nazi  fetishism  in  The  Night 
Porter,  cool  British  bombshell  Rampling  played  an  update  of 
Lauren  Bacall’s  noir  temptresses,  a  married  woman  making  eyes 
at  Robert  Mitchum’s  weary  P.l. 

24.  Isabelle  Adjani  (TheStoryofAdeieH.,  1975) 

The  gorgeous  French  actress,  starring  as  the  real-life  daughter 
of  nineteenth-century  novelist  Victor  Hugo,  loses  her  mind— and 
ruins  the  lives  of  many— after  she  is  gripped  by  an  obsessive, 
unrequited  love  for  a  British  officer. 


EUZABITHTSYLOR 
ISMOUSUr  SULKING  IN 
A  SUPJjVON  HER  FIRST 
ACADB^  AWARD 
FLAYING  AN  UPPER 
E2IST  SIDE  CALL  GIRL. 
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25.  Kathleen  Tlirner  (.Body  Heat,  1981) 

Turner  iseven  hotterthan  the  Florida  sun,  driving  William  Hurt’s 
sleazy  small-town  lawyer  wild  with  lust  and  convincing  him  to 
kill  her  rich  husband.  How  could  he  resist  come-ons  like,  “My 
temperature  runs  a  couple  of  degrees  high,  around  a  hundred.” 

26.  Isabella  Rossellini  (Blue  Velvet,  1986) 

As  one  of  David  Lynch’s  most  mysterious,  sinister  brunettes, 
Rossellini’s  tormented  lounge  singer  introduces  upstanding 
suburban  boy  Kyle  MacLachlan  to  rough  sex,  all  the  while 
begging  him  to  protect  her  from  psycho  Dennis  Hopper. 

27.  Lisa  Bonet  (Angel  Heart,  1987) 

Bonet  shattered  her  Cosby S/?ou/  image  by  playing  Epiphany 
Proudfoot,  the  daughter  of  a  dead  voodoo  priestess  in  New  Orleans, 
who  has  a  notoriously  graphic,  blood-soaked  sex  scene  with  two-bit 
private  dick  Mickey  Rourke— and  helps  lead  him  to  hell. 

28.  Gienn  Ciose  (Fatal Attraction,  1987) 

Nothing  says  “Love  me!”  like  a  bunny  boiled  on  the  stovetop.  After 
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a  fling  with  family  man  Michael  Douglas,  Close’s  psycho  stalker 
stops  at  nothing  to  get  him  back.  She  gives  love  a  bad  name. 

29.  Theresa  Russeii  (Black  Widow,  1987) 

Russell  murders  her  millionaire  husbands  by  injecting  them  with 
poison,  inheriting  all  their  riches.  When  federal  investigator  Debra 
Winger  goes  after  her,  Russell  injects  a  little  lezzie  action  into  the 
proceedings  with  a  lusty  smooch. 

30.  Anjelica  Huston  (The  Grifters,  1990) 

A  bleached  blonde  Huston  stars  as  a  longtime  con  artist  who’s 
a  little  too  attached  to  her  equally  scheming  son— but  not  so 
attached  that  she  doesn’t  set  him  up,  kill  him,  and  steal  his  loot. 

31.  Sharon  Stone  (Basic Instinct,  1992) 

In  her  most  notorious  role,  a  beaver-exposing,  ice-pick-wielding 
crime  novelist.  Stone  has  rough  sex  with  a  washed-up  alcoholic 
detective  (Michael  Douglas),  which  sends  her  lesbian  lover  into  a 
rage.  He  survives  her  wrath,  but  more  crazy  awaits. 

32.  Lara  Flynn  Boyle  (Re</Poc/r  West,  1992) 

Boyle  plays  an  unfaithful  wife  whose  husband  (J.  T.  Walsh)  hires  a 
guy  (Nicolas  Cage)  to  kill  her.  When  Cage  warns  Boyle,  the  sultry 
siren  makes  him  a  counteroffer  he  can’t  refuse. 

33.  Linda  Fiorentino  (The  Last  Seduction,  1994) 

Director  John  Dahl  followed  up  Red  Rock  tVesf  with  another  neo- 
noir.  Fiorentino’s  even  deadlier  dame,  while  on  the  lam  with  a  bag 
of  cash  she  stole  from  her  drug-dealing  husband,  convinces  a 
divorce  that  murder  will  prove  just  how  much  he  loves  her. 

34.  Nicole  Kidman  (To  Die  For,  1995) 

Kidman  will  stop  at  nothing  to  become  a  world-famous  news 
anchor.  She  seduces  a  teenager  (Joaquin  Phoenix)  to  encourage 
him  and  his  pals  to  kill  her  husband,  who  had  the  audacity  to  ask 
her  to  take  some  time  off  from  her  career  and  procreate. 

35.  JenniferTilly(Bo(/n</,  1996) 

The  Wachowski  Brothers  give  the  neo-noir  a  decidedly  lesbo 
spin,  casting  Tilly  as  a  mobster’s  girlfriend  who  quickly  develops 
the  hots  for  a  butch  ex-con  (Gina  Gershon).  As  the  girl-on-girl 
action  grows  more  frenzied,  their  plot  to  kill  the  mafioso  thickens. 

36.  Kim  Basinger  (Z.. A  Confidential,  1997) 

Basinger’s  call  girl  findsherself  the  object  of  a  brute  cop’s  obses¬ 
sion  in  this  twisty  tale  of  the  underbelly  of  1950s  L.A.— and  just 
may  have  the  answers  to  the  corruption  case  he’s  investigating. 

37.  Laura  Elena  Marring  (Mulholland Drive,  2001) 

As  both  amnesiac  Rita  and  manipulative  Camilla,  Harring  is  pure 
seduction,  leading  Naomi  Watts  (also  playing  dual  roles)  on  a 
mystery  quest,  down  the  rabbit  hole,  and  into  her  bed. 

38.  Rebecca  Romijn  (Femme  Fatale,  2002) 

There’s  more  hot  lesbian  action  in  Brian  De  Palma’s  thriller.  After 
boosting  some  diamonds  and  diddling  a  foxy  lady  in  a  bathroom, 
Romijn  leads  Antonio  Banderas  on  an  obsessive  chase. 

39.  Rosario  Dawson  (Sin  City,  2005) 

There  are  plenty  of  baddies  and  crazies  in  this  hyperstylized 
adaptation  of  Frank  Miller’s  noirish  graphic  novels,  but  perhaps 
none  quiteas  tough— or  sadistic— as  Dawson’s  faux-hawked  Gail, 
one  of  the  head  prostitutes  of  Old  Town. 

40.  Eva  Mendes  (The  Spirit,  2008) 

Mendes  sizzles  as  the  curvy  gold  digger  who  has  a  past  with  the 
vigilante  hero.  Like  all  the  best  no-good  vixens,  she  seduces,  uses, 
and  kills  wealthy  men  to  fund  her  own  empire.Of-n 
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Our  hitchhiker  guide  to  the  gaiaxy  of  gorgeous  giris,  34-25-35  Joiene 
Hexx,  is  aiso  a  surprisingiy  perfect  compiement  to  prison  buses. 

The  23-year-oid  says,  “I  modeied  in  1953  and  1987  buses  that  were  in 
their  originai  condition— graffiti,  cages,  and  aii.  it  was  very  cooi.” 

Photographs  by  Shaun  Goodrich 
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“I  can’t  share  my 
favorite  fantasy  with 
Penthouse  readers,  it’s 
iilegai,  and  i’m  trying  to 
buiid  a  career.  But  i’m 
open  to  suggestions.” 


“I’m  an  adrenaline 
junkie.  I  love  high- 
impact  sports, 
preferabiy  invoiving 
an  engine  of  some 
kind.  I  iove  skydiving, 
motocross,  paintbail, 
water  sports,  and 
equine  sports.” 
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“If  I  ever  won  a  million 
dollars,  I  would 
purchase  a  large  plot 
of  land  and  start  a 
sovereign  citizenship!” 

WE’RE  LOOKING  FOR  THE 
HOTTEST  GIRLS  IN  AMERICA.  GO  TO 
PENTHOUSEMODELS.COM. 
SEEMOREOFJOLENE 
ATPENTHOUSE.COM/JOLENEHEXX. 
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We  kick  off  our  annual  American 
Badass  feature  with  a  question:  Does 
anyone  ever  truly  achieve  badassery? 

By  Dre  w  Magary 
Illustration  by  Mark  Poutenis 


There’s  no  official 

definition  of  badass 
in  the  Oxford  English 
Dictionary.  This  is  a 
pity,  as  badass  is  one 
of  those  universal 
ways  of  categorizing 
the  American  male  species.  Everyone 
employs  the  term,  and  its  meaning 
is  more  or  less  collectively  agreed 
upon.  Uke  douche  bag  or  asshole, 
the  word  badass  instantly  evokes  a 
recognizable  male  archetype,  one 
that  is  impervious  to  rocket-propelled 
grenades  and  enjoys  banging 
waitresses  while  skydiving. 

The  closest  we  have  to  an  official 
definition  for  badass  comes  from 
UrbanDictionary.com,  which  is  the 
only  dictionary  anyone  should  ever 
use.  Urban  Dictionary  describes 
the  term  thusly:  The  epitome  of 
the  American  male.  He  radiates 
confidence  in  everything  he  does, 
whether  it’s  ordering  a  drink,  buying  a 
set  of  wheels,  or  dealing  with  women. 
He’s  slow  to  anger,  brutally  efficient 
when  fighting  back. 

The  badass  carves  his  own  path.  He 
wears,  drives,  drinks,  watches,  and 
listens  to  what  he  chooses,  when  he 
chooses,  where  he  chooses,  uninflu¬ 
enced  by  fads  or  advertising  cam¬ 
paigns.  Badass  style  is  understated 
but  instantly  recognizable.  Like  a 
chopped  Harley  or  a  good  pair  of  sun¬ 
glasses:  simple,  direct,  and  functional. 

This  is  an  excellent  definition,  but 
it  doesn’t  go  far  enough.  The  deeper 
truth  is  that  badasses  are,  by  and 
large,  a  figment  of  ourcollective 
American  male  imagination.  A  badass 
is  the  kind  of  man  we  all  envision  our¬ 
selves  being.  It’s  an  idealized,  on¬ 
going,  daydream  version  of  our 
identity.  It’s  not  about  whether  or  not 
you  ride  a  Harley,  or  have  kick-ass 


muttonchops,  or  anything  like  that. 

It’s  about  living  up  to  a  standard.  It’s 
something  that’s  ingrained  in  all  of  us, 
from  both  our  peers  and  the  country’s 
culture  at  large. 

Thinkof  Doc  Holliday  as  Val  Kilmer 
played  him  in  Tombstone.  What  made 
Doc  Holliday  such  an  incredible 
fucking  badass?  Every  single  action 
he  took  was  perfect.  When  Johnny 
Ringo  tries  to  intimidate  him  with 
fancy  pistol  twirling,  Holliday  humili¬ 
ates  Ringo  by  repeating  his  routine 
with  a  small  silver  cup.  When  Wyatt 
Earp  is  outmanned  at  the  end, 
Holliday  shows  up  at  the  exact  right 
moment,  casual  as  ever,  lightning-fast 


life.  When  you  go  to  a  job  interview, 
you  always  have  a  fantasy  of  how  the 
interview  will  play  out.  And  by  fantasy  I 
don’t  mean  that  your  interviewer  turns 
out  to  bean  insanely  hot  chick  with 
tits  like  Jewel  and  a  sudden  urge  to 
blow  you.  I  mean  that  you  have,  in  your 
mind,  a  best-case-scenario  dialogue 
between  yourself  and  your  interviewer. 
You’ll  make  your  interviewer  laugh. 
You’ll  dazzle  your  interviewer  with 
your  depth  of  knowledge.  Shit  like  that. 
There’s  a  fantasy  there— not  a  very  sexy 
one,  but  a  fantasy  all  the  same. 

But  when  you  actually  go  to  that  job 
interview,  it  will  not  follow  the  script  you 
have  in  your  head.  You  may  fumble  an 


Fm  not  even  sure  a  badass  could  have 
a  childhood.  A  real  badass  would 
have  to  be  born  a  fuHy  grown 
30-year-old  male,  riding  a  goddamn 
Ducati  out  of  his  mom’s  vagina. 


with  both  a  killer  line  and  his  pistol. 

I  want  to  be  that  guy  so  bad.  How 
could  you  not?  He  even  has  his  own 
kick-ass  vocabulary,  for  shit’s  sake. 
Could  you  create  your  own  personal 
catchphrases  like  “I’m  your  huckle¬ 
berry”  and  not  come  off  sounding  like 
a  complete  idiot?  No,  you  could  not. 

That’s  really  what  we’re  talking 
about  when  we  use  the  term  badass. 
We’re  talking  about  an  ideal.  We’re 
acknowledging  the  vast  disconnect 
between  who  we  want  to  be  and  who 
we  really  are.  It’s  like  the  first  time  you 
ever  heard  your  own  voice  on  an 
answering  machine.  Jarring,  wasn’t  it? 
Something  that  you  thought  sounded 
clever  when  you  were  saying  it  now 
sounds,  to  you,  awkward  and  maybe 
kinda  gay. 

That’s  a  disconnect  that  plays 
outtime  and  again  in  other  areas  of 


answer.  You  may  forget  to  mention 
something  you  really  wanted  to  point 
out.  You  may  have  a  small  pee  stain  on 
your  khakis  because  you  didn’t  spend 
enough  time  shaking  your  dick  out  at 
the  urinal  right  before  the  interview 
(which  may  or  may  not  have  happened 
to  me ...  twice).  Even  if  you  end  up 
getting  the  job,  even  if  the  interview 
was  a  success,  it  still  wasn’t  perfect.  It 
wasn’t  quite  badass. 

The  truth  is,  we  can’t  be  badasses 
because  we’re  human,  and  humans 
fuck  things  up.  Sure,  there  are  plenty 
of  real  people  out  there  who  we 
consider  badasses,  and  who  deserve 
our  unending  praise.  People  such  as 
Sully  Sullenberger  (see  our  American 
Badass  List),  or  many  of  ourtroops 
in  Afghanistan  and  Iraq,  or  President 
Obama,  when  he  gets  off  a  plane  and 
is  wearing  those  nice  sunglasses.  Do 
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all  those  people  do  badass  things? 
Fuck  and  yes,  they  do.  But  are  they 
perfect?  Do  they  live  up  to  every 
romanticized  notion  of  what  we  think 
a  dude  should  be?  No,  they  don’t. 
Thinkabout  it.  Would  a  badass  ever 
sit  at  a  desk?  No.  Badasses  do  not  sit 
at  desks.  Badasses  get  up  and  do  shit. 
Would  a  badass  ever  use  a  BlackBerry, 
typing  away  at  those  tiny  fucking  keys 
like  a  dipshit  princess?  No.  A  badass 
might  usea  regular  cellphone,  if  only 
for  angrily  shouting  instructions 
to  people  (“Dammit!  There  isn’t 
fucking  time!  The  Russians  have  the 
package!’’).  But  never  a  BlackBerry, 
that’s  for  sure. 

Shit,  I’m  not  even  sure  a  badass 
could  havea  childhood— or  an  adoles¬ 
cence.  A  real  badass  would  have  to 
be  born  a  fully  grown  30-year-old 
male,  riding  a  goddamn  Ducati  out 
of  his  mom’s  vagina.  And  I  don’t  think 
Sully  Sullenberger  was  born  in  such  a 
fashion. 

Yet  the  badass  ideal  is  something 
we’re  genetically  engineered  to  strive 
for.  This  has  consequences,  both 
good  and  bad.  A  lot  of  shit  has  gone 
down  in  history  just  because  one  guy 
wanted  to  prove  he  was  a  bigger  man 
than  the  other  guy.  And  we  all  know 
there  are  countless  ballbags  out  there 
who  think  they’re  badass,  but  lack  the 
self-awareness  to  understand  that 
they’re  complete  pricks— people  like 
your  average  highway  patrolman.  But 
I’d  argue  that  the  badass  ideal  does 
far  more  good  than  harm.  It  serves  as 
a  foundation  for  all  of  our  collective 
ambitions.  We  may  never  realize  the 
ideal,  but  it’s  crucial  that  we’re  always 
trying  to.  The  great  achievements 
in  history  occurred  because  we 
envisioned  ourselves  doing  them, 
and  looking  really  cool  in  the  process. 
We  envisioned  ourselves  moving, 
so  we  made  wheels.  We  envisioned 
ourselves  flying,  so  we  made  planes. 
We  envisioned  ourselves  fucking,  so 
we  made  lingerie.  Those  are  all  good 
things.  Very  good  things. 

Without  the  badass  ideal,  without 
our  constant  hunger  to  achieve  that 
epitome  of  manliness,  we  would 
cease  progressing.  There  are  a  lot  of 
men  out  there  now  who  reject  the 
idea  of  machismo,  who  embrace  their 
inner  metrosexual.  These  people 
are  useless  pussies  who  do  fucking 
nothing  and  should  have  their  asses 
handed  to  them. 

Because  wanting  to  be  a  badass 
results  in  striving  to  do  great  things, 
and  as  Doc  Holliday  says,  “Isn’t  that 
a  daisy?’’04— H 
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Once  again,  we  celebrate  the  rogues,  rakes,  and  renegades  who  make  us 
proud  to  call  ourselves  Americans.  Our  Third  Annual  American  Badass 
List  proves  the  economy  is  on  our  minds,  boasts  athletes  and  actors  you 
can ’t  avoid  hearing  about  as  well  as  ones  you’ll  be  happy  to  be  introduced 
to,  and— most  important— features  the  most  exceptional  group  of 
everyday  heroes  we’ve  ever  had  the  privilege  to  honor. 


MATT  MORGAN 

Did  you  see  this  past  spring’s  Terrence  Howard 
flick,  F/gr/7f//7gr?  Yeah,  neither  did  we.  But  it  might 
have  done  better  box  office  if  it  had  been  patterned 
after  the  real-life  unsanctioned-fighting  story  of 
pro  wrestler  Matt  Morgan.  When  he  was  a  junior  at 
Hawaii’s  Chaminade  University,  Morgan,  a  six-foot- 
11,  360-pound  center  on  the  basketball  team,  was 
introduced  to  some  well-heeled  gentlemen  who 
asked  if  he’d  like  to  make  “worst-case  scenario, 
$3,000  to  $5,000  for  20  minutes  of  work;  best- 
case  scenario,  $10,000  to  $12,000.’’  After  being 
assured  that  no,  they  did  not  want  him  selling  drugs 
for  them,  Morgan  was  asked  if  he’d  ever  considered 
fighting  professionally.  Sure,  he’d  thought  about  it, 
he  said.  He  was  told  to  show  up  in  the  same  place  at 
the  same  time  the  following  week. 

When  he  did,  he  was  blindfolded,  packed  into 
the  back  of  a  car,  and  driven  to  a  huge  airplane- 
hangar-like  site  somewhere  on  the  island.  “You  said 
you  wanted  to  make  money,’’  he  was  told.  “Here’s 
your  opportunity  to  make  money— don’t  let  us 
down.’’  With  that,  his  blindfold  was  removed  and 
the  car  door  opened  on  a  screaming  mob  of  150 


to  200  guys  dressed  in  suits.  Budding  showman 
that  he  was,  Morgan  had  the  wherewithal  to  make 
an  entrance  out  of  it,  lifting  his  almost-seven- 
foot  frame  ever  so  slowly  out  of  the  car.  It  got  the 
reaction  he  wanted:  a  massive,  collective  “Whoa!’’ 
went  up. 

The  first  rule  of  this  fight  club?  No  such  luck;  there 
were  no  rules.  You  could  use  any  weapon  that  came 
to  hand,  and  in  that  first  bout,  Morgan’s  opponent— 
a  six-foot-four-inch,  300-pound  Samoan— did 
just  that,  slamming  a  rock  into  Morgan’s  temple 
after  the  big  man  got  him  on  his  back.  “My  hands 
were  really  numb  by  that  time,’’  Morgan  recalls. 
“And  bloody,  and  he’s  not  knocking  out,  so  I  had  to 
switch  to  elbows.  That’s  when  I  felt  this  sharp  pain 
on  the  side  of  my  head.  I  went  bananas.  I  got  up  off 
him  and  started  screaming  at  him,  ‘Get  up,  get  up, 
motherfucker!’  But  he  wouldn’t  get  up.’’ 

Morgan  had  four  more  paydays  from  this  shady 
circuit,  finished  his  hoops  career  at  Chaminade,  and 
became  a  pro  wrestler,  as  well  as  a  cast  member  on 
NEC’s  American  Giadiators.  In  other  words,  he’s  still 
a  professional  badass  for  hire.— Jo/7/7  Boister 
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THIAGO  "PITBULL”  ALVES 

With  his  compact  and  shredded 
frame,  boundless  energy,  and  fear¬ 
some  killer  instinct,  Alves  justifies  his 
nickname  every  time  he  steps  into  a 
cage.  The  25-year-old  Brazilian  welter¬ 
weight  became  one  of  the  UFC’s 
breakout  stars  last  year  when  he 
destroyed  three  top-ten  contenders 
(Karo  Parisyan,  Matt  Hughes,  and 
Josh  Koscheck)  consecutively, 
earning  a  long-desired  title  shot  in  the 
process.  Now,  Alves  is  on  a  collision 
course  with  170-pound  champ 
Georges  St-Pierreat  UFClOOon  July 
11.  St-Pierre’s  legendary  wrestling 
ability  and  athleticism  make  him  the 
favorite  against  the  young  striker— 
but  he’s  never  faced  a  dog  with  this 
much  fight  in  him.  Could  2009  be  the 
year  of  the  pitbull?— Sen  Goldstein 


TIGER  WOODS 

Truth  be  told.  Woods’  entire  career  has  been 
one  badass  moment  after  another.  In  fact, 
we’re  so  accustomed  to  his  moments  of 
badassery,  we  almost  left  him  off  this  list.  But 
last  year  Woods  produced  his  most  visceral 
highlight  ever,  winning  the  2008  U.S.  Open 
after  an  18-hole  playoff  and  one  hole  of 
sudden-death,  despite  a  torn  ACL  in  his  left 
knee  and  a  double  stress  fracture  in  his  left 
tibia.  As  runner-up  Rocco  Mediate  said,  “This 
guy  does  things  that  are  just  not  normal  by 
any  stretch  of  the  imagination.’’— J.R 


SANTONIO  HOLMES 

This  year’s  Super  Bowl  may  or  may  not  have 
been  the  best  ever,  but  it  did  feature  three 
plays  that  NFL  fans  will  remember  forever: 
the  100-yard  interception  return  by  Pitts¬ 
burgh’s  James  Harrison,  the  spectacular 
catch  and  run  for  a  64-yard  TD  by  Arizona’s 
Larry  Fitzgerald,  and  Holmes’s  six-yard 
catch  with  35  seconds  left.  Fully  extended, 
he  collected  the  ball  with  his  fingertips  while 
his  toes  Baryshnikoved  Just  inside  the  out-of- 
bounds  line.  An  instant  classic.— J.B. 


CARL  JOSEPH 

Joseph  is  like  a  real-life  Chuck  Norris  fact:  “He 
was  born  with  one  leg,  but  that  didn’t  stop 
him  from  making  11  tackles,  one  interception, 
and  a  blocked  kick  in  a  high-school  football 
game.’’  Or,  “He  has  only  one  leg,  but  he  can 
slamdunka  basketball,  high-jump  nearly  six 
feet,  and  throw  a  discus  130  feet.’’  Joseph  did 
all  that,  and  more,  with  no  prosthesis;  check 
out  the  footage  on  YouTube.  Badass  barely 
begins  to  describe  him.— J.B. 
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MIKE  R*^WE 

Before  he  landed  a  gig  as  the  host  of  Dirty 
Jobs,  Rowe’s  resume  was  blissfully  sanitary. 
So  why  would  a  seemingly  sane  man  give  up  a 
career  singing  with  the  Baltimore  Opera  and 
hawking  tchotchkes  for  QVC  to  collect  bat 
guano  and  owl  vomit  on  cable  TV?  “I’m  trying 
to  change  the  country’s  attitude  about  work,’’ 
Rowe  has  said.  “We  marginalize  skilled  labor. 
We  make  fun  of  it.  We  avoid  it.’’  Truer  words 
have  never  been  spoken.  Our  offices  are  filled 
with  namby-pambies  who  won’t  even  clean 
out  the  coffee  machine,  but  Rowe  spotlights 
the  manual  laborers  who  get  their  hands 
absolutely  filthy  so  we  don’t  have  to.  And  he 
always  gets  in  on  the  grimy  action,  even  when 
the  work  is  too  gross  for  television— like  the 
“roadkill  taxidermy’’  episode  that  never  aired. 
We  have  great  appreciation  for  Rowe’s  ability 
to  treat  everyone  he  covers  with  real  respect, 
but  we’re  more  than  happy  to  watch  from 
the  comfort  of  our  antimicrobial  mattress.— 
Kara  Wahlgren 


RACHEL  MADDOW 

Cable  news  is  dominated  by  blowhards  and 
bullies,  but  this  new  kid  on  MSNBC’s  block 
shatters  the  mold.  The  self-proclaimed 
“butch  dyke’’  started  as  a  fill-in  for  Keith 
Olbermann  and  humbly  jokes  that  she  got  her 
own  prime-time  show  because  she  “slipped 
through  the  cracks.’’  But  in  an  era  dominated 
by  men  with  megaphones  and  money  honeys, 
Maddow  cuts  through  the  noise  with  simple, 
reasoned  truth.— JoA7af/7aA7y4sres 


In  Memoriam 


Paul  NewmaM 


George  Carlin 
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BernieMac 


Tim  RiMsert 


Marilyn  Chambers 
Eartha  Kitt 
Dick  Martin 
Charles  “Mask”  Lewis 
Forrest  J.  Ackerman 
Ricardo  Montalban 
Lux  Interior 
Ron  Asheton 
Odetta  Holmes 
Bo  Diddley 


Steve  Fossett 
Del  Martin 
Mildred  Loving 
Claiborne  Pell 
Millard  Fuller 
Alison  Des  Forges 
Ingemar  Johansson 
Betty  Jameson 
Horton  Foote 
John  Updike 
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— GregTheakston, 
longtime  publisher  of 
The  Betty  Pages  and 
Tbaselmagayme 
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-  YCLEF  JEAN  AND  MATT  DAMON 

After  Haiti  was  slammed  by  four  major 
storms  within  two  months,  actor  Matt  Damon 
and  Haitian-born  musician  Wyclef  Jean 
spearheaded  a  campaign  to  help  the  U.N. 
raise  funds  for  the  800,000-plus  Haitians 
in  flood -affected  areas.  A  typical  celeb 
charitable  endeavor,  of  course,  but  they  also 
went  to  the  devastated  country  and  rolled 
up  their  sleeves,  distributing  bags  of  rice  and 
beans  and  Jugs  of  cooking  oil  from  the  back  of 
a  truck  and  dishing  up  hot  meals  to  hundreds 
of  homeless  victims.  Way  to  put  your  backs 
into  it,  guys.— De/rcZ/'e  Goldbeck 


Most  Badass 

List 


NICHOLAS  KRISTOF 

Kristof  doesn’t  waste  ink  on  bullshit:  His 
Pulitzer  Prize-winning  column  in  The 
New  York  Times  tackles  weighty  topics, 
including  poverty  and  genocide.  He  spoke 
out /n  support  of  sweatshops,  and  accused 
a  former  government  scientist  of  domestic 
terrorism.  Meanwhile,  we  don’t  even  have 
the  balls  to  enter  his  “Win  a  Trip’’  contest, 
which  has  whisked  past  winners  away  to 
exotic  locales,  such  as  Rwanda.— K.W. 


MICKEY  ROURKE 

He  was  a  boxer;  he’s  had  notorious  sex 
scenes  with  Kim  Basinger,  Carre  Otis, 
and  Lisa  Bonet;  and  he’s  inarguably 
back  with  a  vengeance  after  his 
surprising  Oscar  nomination  for  The 
Wrestler.  Still,  how  badass  could 
he  be?  He’s  just  an  actor.  Well,  in  a 
recent  publicity  stunt,  he  knocked  out 


WWE’s  Chris  Jericho  with  a  left  hook 
after  Jericho  taunted  him  to  step  into 
the  ring  at  WrestleMania  25.  Plus,  he 
tried  to  cop  a  feel  from  Jessica  Alba  at 
an  event.  He’s  totally  our  kind  of  guy. 
Besides,  who  else  can  carry  around 
several  Chihuahuas  and  still  look  like 
he  can  kick  our  ass?— C/?/'/sf/>7e  Colby 
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Sylvester  Stallone  is  directing  and 
starring  in  The  Expendables,  due  out 
in  2010.  It  also  stars  Rourke,  Jason 
Statham  (right,  with  Sly),  Arnold 
Schwarzenegger,  Jet  Li,  Eric  Roberts, 
Dolph  Lundgren,  Terry  Crews,  Steve 
Austin ...  and  the  luscious  Charisma 
Carpenter.  We’re  already  pumped  for 
it,  especially  if  Sly’s  screenplay  is  more 
Rocky  than  Rocky  Balboa. 
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HARRY  MARKOPOLOS 

Ten  years  ago,  this  financial  fraud  investi¬ 
gator  was  researching  Bernard  L.  Madoff 
Investment  Securities  and  realized  the 
numbers  didn’t  add  up.  He  alerted  the 
Securities  and  Exchange  Commission,  but 
no  one  seemed  particularly  interested— at 
least  not  until  last  December,  when  Madoff 
was  arrested  for  running  a  Ponzi  scheme 
that  defrauded  investors  to  the  tune  of  $50 
billion  or  so.  Dudes,  an  early-warning  system 
can’t  do  any  good  if  nobody  notices  that  the 
canary  is  dead.— /C.U< 

Aquick  ~ 
^lout-out ... 


...  to  those  CEOs  who  refused  their 
bonuses  last  year  because  their 
company  was  underperforming. 
Accountability  may  be  a  new  concept 
for  corporate  execs,  but  it’s  one  we 
fully  support. 


LEONARD  ABESS  JR. 

While  other  CEOs  were  banking  eight-figure 
bonuses  and  blowing  bailout  money  on 
private  jets,  this  bigwig  showed  some  fucking 
class.  The  City  National  Bancshares  president 
earned  a  public  shout-out  from  President 
Obama  after  he  sold  his  majority  stake  in  the 
company  and  divvied  up  the  $60  million  in 
proceeds  among  hundreds  of  current  and 
former  employees.  That’s  a  guy  you  want  to 
work  for. 


“The  first  thing  that  would 
make  me  feel  a  little  bit 
better  towards  them  is  if 
they’d  follow  the  Japanese 
model  and  come  before 
the  American  people  and 
take  that  deep  dow  and 
say,  T’m  sorry,’  and  then 
either  do  one  of  two  things: 
resign,  or  go  commit 
suicide .’  ’ — Republican 
Senator  Chuck  Grassley 
on  an  Iowa  radio  station, 
talking  about  AIG  execs 
who  accepted  bonuses 
from  bailout  money 


MEREDITH  WHITNEY 

Whitney,  a  former  managing  director 
and  stock  analyst  at  Oppenheimer 
&  Company,  spotted  cracks  in  Wall 
Street’s  foundations  back  when  the 
Mad  Money  circus  clowns  were  still 
throwing  plastic  cows  and  yelling 
“Buy!  Buy!  Buy!”  She  wasn’t  the 
first  to  spot  the  problems— at  least 
three  prominent  analysts  issued  sell 
ratings  on  Citi’s  stock  weeks  before 
her  October  31, 2007,  report— but 
Whitney’s  assessment,  that  the 
bank’s  financials  were  a  house  of 
cards,  stood  out:  The  banking  analyst 


promptly  received  death  threats.  A 
few  days  later,  however,  the  Goliath 
was  brought  to  its  knees.  Citi’s  chief 
executive,  Charles  Prince,  resigned. 
Oh,  and  the  company’s  stock  value 
began  to  plummet,  eventually  drop¬ 
ping  roughly  90  percent.  A  few 
months  ago.  The  Wall  Street  Journal 
questioned  Whitney’s  resultant  rep  as 
a  market  guru,  warning  investors  not 
to  put  too  much  faith  in  one  good  call, 
but  there’s  no  denying  that  Whitney 
put  a  lot  of  overpaid,  overextended 
suits  in  their  place.— d.A. 
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PAULRIECKHOFF 

“I’m  just  some  dude  who  was  in  Iraq,” 
Rieckhoff  says,  but  we  beg  to  differ. 
Since  he  returned  home  in  2004, 
the  34-year-old  executive  director 
of  Iraq  and  Afghanistan  Veterans  of 
America  has  been  doing  everything 
possible  to  improve  things  for  this 


generation’s  veterans,  from  getting 
rock  acts  to  petition  for  better  health 
care  to  teaming  up  with  MTV  to 
promote  a  new  veterans’  bill  of  rights. 
Our  men  and  women  in  uniform  are 
lucky  to  have  Rieckhoff  watching  their 
backs— Jennifer  Peters 


AL  FRANKEN  AND  MINNESOTA  VOTERS 

We’re  not  quite  sure  who’s  more  badass— the 
liberal  comedian  for  beating  the  incumbent 
senator  by  a  mere  312  votes,  or  those  ballsy 
ballot-casters  who  once  elected  a  pro  wrest¬ 
ler  to  run  their  state.  (Remember  Governor 
Ventura?)  After  a  laborious  recount,  the  court 
finally  ruled  in  April  that  Franken  was  good 
enough,  smart  enough,  and  gosh  darn  it, 
voters  liked  \\\rc\—K.W. 


MARYTALLOUZI 

After  Staff  Sergeant  Daniel  Tallouzi  sustained 
a  traumatic  brain  injury  in  a  mortar  attack  in 
Iraq  on  September  25, 2006,  his  mother  spent 
the  more  than  two  years  till  his  death  this  past 
February  (and  much  of  her  retirement  sav¬ 
ings)  fighting  for  medical  care  worthy  of  a 
national  hero.  By  speaking  out  against  sub¬ 
standard  care  for  vets,  publicly  shaming  our 
government,  and  convincing  officials  to  trans¬ 
fer  her  son  to  a  private  rehab  facility,  Tallouzi 
proved  nobody  better  mess  with  Mama.—K.W. 


SHIRLEY  DELUCIA 

This  61-year-old  secretary  displayed  extreme 
courage  under  fire  at  the  American  Civic 
Association  in  Binghamton,  New  York,  when 
a  deranged  gunman  entered  the  facility  one 
morning  and  opened  fire.  After  falling  to  the 
floor  with  a  stomach  wound,  DeLucia  played 
dead,  then  dialed  911.  She  provided  a  descrip¬ 
tion  of  the  shooter  and  continued  to  feed  info 
to  the  police,  who,  thanks  to  her  call,  arrived 
within  minutes.  Thirteen  people  died,  but  37 
students  and  teachers  escaped  injury.— D.G. 


56  PENTHOUSE.COM 


PHOTOGRAPHS  BY  (MARY  TALLOUZI)  FRED  CONRAD/THE  NEW  YORK  TIMES/REDUX, 
(SHIRLEY  DELUCA)  AP  PHOTO/DELUCIA  FAMILY 


PHOTOGRAPHS  BY  (RICHARD  PHILLIPS)  U.S.  NAVY/GETTY  IMAGES,  (DR.  BEN  CARSON)  STAN  HONDA/AFP/GETTY  IMAGES,  (CHAD  LINDSEY)  FRED 
CONRAD/THE  NEW  YORKTIMES/REDUX,  (SULLY  SULLENBERGER)  JOE  KOHEN/WIREIMAGE,  (GLENN  BECK)  M.  CAULFIELD/WIREIMAGE 


CAPTAIN  RICHARD  PHILLIPS 
AND  THE  NAVY  SEALS 

After  his  ship  was  hijacked  by  Somali  pirates, 
Captain  Phillips  surrendered  himself  to  save 
his  crew  and  spent  four  days  as  a  hostage  on 
the  ship’s  lifeboat.  When  the  lifeboat  ran  out 
of  fuel,  it  was  towed  by  the  U.S.S.  Bainbridge, 
a  destroyer  that  had  a  few  Navy  SEALs  hid¬ 
ing  on  the  rear  deck.  Three  sharpshooters 
simultaneously  fired  a  single  shot  each  and 
took  out  the  pirate  captors.  Judging  by  this 
perfectly  executed  rescue  mission,  pirates 
should  stay  the  hell  away  from  any  ship  that’s 
flying  the  American  flag.— /CM/l 


DR.  BEN  CARSON 

When  TNT  recently  made  a  movie  based  on 
the  life  of  world-renowned  brain  surgeon 
Ben  Carson— a  2008  Presidential  Medal 
of  Freedom  recipient— it  was  like  a  cheesy 
nature  painting:  glorious  subject  matter,  bad 
art.  The  genuinely  exceptional  Ben  Carson 
story  is  well  worth  hearing.  Raised  by  a  single 
mom  in  Detroit,  Carson  overcame  poverty 
and  early  difficulties  in  school  to  become  the 
director  of  pediatric  neurosurgery  at  Johns 
Hopkins  Hospital.— J.B. 


CHAD  LINDSEY 

A  lot  of  actors  won’t  even  flip  a  dollar 
to  a  bum  unless  there’s  a  paparazzo 
around  to  document  it.  But  after  this 
off-Broadway  actor  jumped  onto  the 
subway  tracks  to  pull  an  unconscious 
man  to  safety  at  Penn  Station  with 
only  seconds  to  spare,  he  snuck  away 
without  even  giving  his  name.  The 
anonymity  was  short-lived,  thanks 
to  a  friend  who  went  public  on  his 
behalf,  but  (as  of  press  time)  he  still 
hasn’t  capitalized  on  his  hero  status. 
Props  for  that,  too,  buddy.— /CUV 


CHESLEY  B.  “SULLY”  SULLENBERGER 
1 1 1,  JEFFREY  SKI  LES,  AN  D  CREW 

Everyone  called  it  the  Miracle  on  the 
Hudson,  and  Sully  nothing  less  than 
a  miracle  worker,  when  the  57-year- 
old  former  Air  Force  fighter  pilot 
and  Skiles,  his  49-year-old  copilot, 
successfully  ditched  US  Airways 
flight  1549  in  the  frigid  waters  of  New 
York’s  Hudson  River  after  a  bird  strike 
disabled  both  engines.  After  the  four- 
member  crew  managed  to  get  all 
150  passengers,  including  an  infant, 
safely  off  the  airbus,  Skiles  returned  to 
gather  life  vests  for  those  who  needed 
them.  Sully  was  the  last  person  to 
leave  the  sinking  plane,  after  having 
twice  checked  that  no  one  had  been 
left  behind.— D.G. 


Dimibass? 


When  Glenn  Beck  wept  for  our 
country’s  welfare  on  national  tele¬ 
vision,  we  had  a  tough  time  deciding 
if  he  was  incredibly  patriotic ...  or  just 
a  pussy.  We’re  still  on  the  fence  about 
that,  but  Beck  has  managed  to  parlay 
his  unique  brand  of  headline-seeking, 
ratings-hungry  paranoia  into  the  No.  3 
Fox  News  program  and  a  $50  million 
radio  deal.  Even  we  have  to  admit  that 
that  is  pretty  badass.— Kl/KCM— a 
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interview 


Twenty  years  ago,  Spike  Lee  earned  a  reputation  as  a  badass 
fiimmaker  with  Do  the  Right  Thing.  The  outspoken 
angry  young  man  hasn ’t  meiiowed  much  over  the  years. 

By  Craig  Modderno 


It  could  be  argued  that  no  director  plays  the  Hollywood  studio  ganne  better  than 
Spike  Lee,  the  Brooklyn-based  director  who’s  released  movies  with  MGM  (She’s 
Gotta  Have  It),  Columbia  (School Daze),  Warner  Bros.  (Malcolm X),  HBO 
(4  Little  Girls,  When  the  Levees  Broke),  Touchstone  (He  Got  Game,  Summer  of 
Sam,  Miracle  at  St  Anna),  New  Line  (Bamboozled),  and  Fox  Searchlight  (Girl  6). 

But  his  most  fruitful  working  relationship  has  been  with  Universal  Studios,  which 
has  made  half  a  dozen  Spike  Lee  flicks— including  Mo’  Better  Blues,  Jungle  Fever, 
and  Inside  Man— and  distributed  the  Oscar-nominated  Do  the  Right  Thing.  That  controversial 
movie,  which  celebrates  its  20th  anniversary  this  year  with  a  new  DVD  release,  was  the  most 
explosive  exploration  of  race  relations  in  decades,  and  set  a  benchmark  that  few  films  since 
have  approached.  (It  also  was  the  first-date  movie  choice  of  Barack  and  Michelle  Obama.) 

During  an  interview.  Spike  is  feisty,  mercurial,  and  combative ...  but  with  an  absence  of 
malice.  He’s  also  clever,  professional,  and  direct.  It  would  be  more  enjoyable  to  talk  to  him  at 
a  basketball  or  baseball  game,  considering  what  a  knowledgeable  sports  fan  he  is,  but,  to 
paraphrase  the  song,  he  works  hard  for  the  money,  and  he  expects  an  interviewer  to  as  well. 


In  the  20  years  since  Do  the  Right 
Thing,  has  America  done  the  right 
thing  in  regards  to  race  relations? 

We  made  a  great  step  in  the  right 
direction  with  the  last  election.  I  have 
problems  with  people  talking  about 
this  post-racial  bullshit,  like  now 
because  Barack  has  become  presi¬ 
dent,  racism  and  prejudice  have  been 
wiped  off  the  face  of  the  earth.  As 
Mike  Tyson  would  say  \_perfectly imi¬ 
tating  the  boxer'],  “That’s  ludicrous!” 

What  about  Hollywood? 

There  are  many  more  opportunities  in 
front  of  and  behind  the  camera  [than 
there  were  20  years  ago].  I  still  think 
that  the  roles  are  limited,  and  if  you’re 
an  African-American  screenwriter  or 
director  working  in  the  Hollywood 
system— taking  Will  Smith  and  Denzel 
Washington  outof  the  equation— it’s 


still  very  much  ghettoized.  There’s 
only  a  certain  type  of  film  that  the 
studios  are  going  to  get  behind:  a 
lowbrow  comedy,  a  musical,  some 
hip-hop  gangsta  shoot-’em-up. 

Hollywood  executives  believe  that 
pictures  with  black  actors  or  topics 
won’t  play  in  foreign  markets.  Why? 

I  think  it’s  a  self-induced  prophecy  by 
people  who  make  up  these  rules,  who 
one  day  decided  that  black  doesn’t 
travel.  Automatically,  people  believe 
it,  so  they  won’t  work  hard  to  show 
that  it’s  not  correct.  There’s  a  famous 
story  that  when  Tyler  Perry  tried  to 
get  Diary  of  a  Mad  Black  Woman 
made,  one  of  these  people  [a  studio 
executive]  said  that  black  people  who 
go  to  church  don’t  go  to  films.  That 
became  the  [Hollywood]  gospel  for 
years— until  Perry’s  film  this  year, 
Madea  Goes  to  Jail,  opened  at  No.  1 
and  made  $41  million  its  opening 
weekend.  So  these  people  look  like 
idiots  because  they  don’t  know  shit. 

Inside  Man  is  your  only  picture  that 
has  come  close  to  the  $100  million 
domestic-box-office  benchmark,  but 
you  seem  to  always  get  your  films 
made.  Is  it  a  misconception  that  it’s 
hard  for  you  to  get  studio  backing? 
It’s  still  hard  for  me  to  get  a  film  made. 
Look,  I’m  not  complaining.  Unless 
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stand  how  intelligent  he  is  and  the 
work  he  puts  in  and  his  devotion  to  his 
craft.  A  lot  of  people  look  at  him,  say, 
“Denzel’s  so  fine,”  and  leave  it  at  that. 


Who  would  you  like  to  work  with? 

I’d  love  to  work  with  Sean  Penn.  We’ve 
talked  about  it  for  years.  Bill  Murray— 
it’s  great  to  work  with  someone  who’s 
great,  but  the  script  and  the  timing 
have  to  be  right. 


Do  you  still  want  to  act? 

I  think  I’m  done.  I’m  not  going  to  say  I’ll 
never  act  again,  but  I’ve  never  really 
enjoyed  acting.  But  if  Scorsese  asked 
me.  I’m  sure  I  would  reconsider. 


Conservative  radio  host  Rush  Lim- 
baugh  has  said  he  wants  President 
Obama  to  fail.  Any  comment? 

I  really  don’t  have  one.  I  don’t  want  to 
blow  Rush  up  anymore.  I  was  reading 
The  New  York  Times  recently,  and 
they’re  very  happy  when  he  blows  his 
stack.  It’s  good  for  everybody! 


Whatdoyou  think  of  the  Republican 
Party’s  attempt  to  woo  blacks  by 
making  a  black  man  their  National 
Committee  chairman? 

It’s  a  very  weak  attempt.  It  takes  more 
than  sticking  a  blackface  up  in  the 
front.  Their  policies  have  not  changed. 


When  you  went  to  New  Orleans  to 
make  When  the  Levees  Broke,  about 
the  effect  of  Hurricane  Katrina,  what 
surprised  you? 

It  looked  like  some  postapocalypse, 
end-of-the-world  film  that  Steven 
Spielberg  hasn’t  made  yet. 


When  did  you  think  Obama  was 
going  to  win  the  presidency? 

When  he  won  the  Iowa  caucus.  There 
are  no  black  people  in  Iowa. 


Did  you  always  want  to  make  movies? 

No,  I  only  thought  of  doing  this  when  I 
attended  college.  Until  then  I  wanted 
to  be  the  second  baseman  for  the 
Nets.  Then  one  day  a  hard  ball  took  a 
bad  hop  and  hit  me  in  the  throat,  and  I 
switched  to  playing  softball  and  study¬ 
ing  mass  communications. 


You’re  a  huge  fan  of  the  New  York 
Knicks,  who  have  not  been  a  playoff 
team  since  2001,  when  they  lost  in  the 
first  round.  What’s  it  going  to  take  to 
make  them  a  winner? 

When  LeBron  James  comes  to  the 
Knicks,  we  will  win  the  champion¬ 
ship.  It  can  happen.  Actually,  I  think  it 

will  happen.Ol— H 


you’re  Steven  Spielberg,  Clint  East- 
wood,  or  George  Lucas,  it’s  hard  to 
get  a  film  made. 

Speaking  of  Eastwood,  there  are 
many  stories  about  a  feud  between 
you.  Can  you  set  the  record  straight? 

The  real  story  is  that  there’s  really  no 
story.  He  had  an  opinion  and  I  had  a 
different  one.  I  thought  there  should 
not  have  been  an  exclusion  of  blacks 
in  his  films  F/ags  of  Ocy/'Faf/?e/'s  and 
Letters  From  Iwo  Jima.  We  expressed 
our  opinions,  and  it’s  done,  squashed. 
It’s  not  an  issue  anymore. 

You  once  told  me  that  Hollywood 
executives  don’t  think  in  terms  of 
black  or  white,  that  the  only  color 
they  care  about  is  the  color  of  money. 
Do  you  still  believe  that? 

Yes. 


“When  LeBron 
Tames  comes  to  the 
tWcks,  we  will  win  the 
championship.  It  can 
len.  Actually,! 
it  wiQ  happen.” 


Can  you  elaborate,  please? 

No. 

Do  you  and  your  frequent  star 
Denzel  Washington  ever  disagree 
during  filming? 

We’re  tight.  We’ve  worked  together 
four  times,  and  we’re  doing  a  sequel 
to  Inside  Man.  We  get  along  great. 

What’s  special  about  him  as  an  actor? 

His  intelligence.  People  don’t  under- 
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fighb'ngwords 


Despite  the  swirl  of  controversy  that  continues  to  envelop  it— 
or  perhaps  because  of  it— mixed  martial  arts  is 
threatening  to  entrench  itself  into  American  sports  in  a  way 
no  entity  has  done  since  NASCAR  in  the  1970s. 


By  Mike  Chiappetta 


On  the  day  the  sport  of  mixed  martial  arts  was 
born,  16  years  ago,  one  of  its  fathers,  Rorion 
Gracie,  watched  some  of  the  proceedings  with 
Chris  Stone,  a  reporter  from  Sports  Illustrated. 
According  to  L.  Jon  Wertheim’s  recent  book. 
Blood  in  the  Cage,  Gracie  remarked  to  Stone, 
“This  is  going  to  be  absolutely  huge!  I  have  no 
doubt  it  will  overtake  boxing  and  wrestling.” 

That  moment  foretold  the  future  on  two  levels.  First,  we  can 
say  that  Gracie  was  dead-on  in  his  assessment.  Second,  the  pre¬ 
diction  was  never  published  in  S/because  editors  refused  to  run 
the  descriptions  of  violence  that  colored  the  feature  it  was  a  part 
of,  a  portentof  the  fight  for  acceptance  that  would  follow. 

MMA  has  becomeoneof  the  world’s  fastest-growing  sports, 
largely  without  help  from  the  mainstream  press.  The  Las  Vegas- 
based  Ultimate  Fighting  Championships  is  flourishing,  as  are 
organizations  in  Japan  (DREAM),  Russia  (M-1  Global),  China  (Art 
of  War),  and  Brazil  (Jungle  Fight).  This  is  despite  the  fact  that  for 
the  first  dozen  years  of  its  existence,  the  only  publicity  MMA  could 
rely  on  was  negative,  with  the  “human  cockfighting”  argument 
repeated  ad  nauseam  by  politicians  and  lazy  reporters  unwilling 
to  look  past  the  surface.  \_Editor’s note:  Not  to  pat  ourselves  on 
the  back  or  anything,  but  we  started  covering  MMA  in  late  1993.] 
“MMA  is  a  sport  that  has  an  ever-expanding  following,”  says 
billionaire  entrepreneur  Mark  Cuban,  whose  HDNet  channel 
broadcasts  more  than  30  MMA  events  a  year.  “I  think  between 
Showtime,  Versus,  HDNet,  and  online,  it  has  great  coverage  that 
will  only  become  more  and  more  popular  nationally.” 

The  argument  can  be  made  that  MMA  has  already  surpassed 
boxing  and  wrestling.  In  2008,  for  the  second  straight  year,  seven 


of  the  top-ten  pay-per-view  events  were  UFC  cards.  (Boxing  had 
two;  wrestling  had  one.)  Robert  Thompson,  professor  of  tele¬ 
vision  and  pop  culture  at  the  S.  I.  Newhouse  School  of  Public 
Communications  at  Syracuse  University  and  a  noted  commen¬ 
tator  on  Americana,  says  the  development  is  hardly  surprising: 
“Given  the  presence  of  martial  arts  in  the  culture  at  large  and 
the  way  it  keeps  growing.  I’d  be  surprised  if  some  competitive 
manifestation  had  not  been  organized.” 

To  get  here,  however,  the  sport  had  to  survive  a  few  near-death 
experiences,  like  Senator  John  McCain’s  1995  stand  against  the 
admittedly  more  brutal  sport  called  No  Holds  Barred,  which 
resulted  in  it  being  pulled  from  several  cable  systems.  The  day  of 
reckoning  came  in  2005.  On  April  9,  The  Ultimate  Fighter  season 
finale  was  aired  live  from  Cox  Pavilion  in  Las  Vegas.  Current  owner 
Zuffa,  which  bought  the  company  in  2001,  had  paid  $10  million 
out  of  its  own  pocket  to  produce  the  series  and  had  no  contract 
for  a  second  season.  With  Spike  TV  executives  in  the  audience 
and  the  company’s  fate  hanging  on  renewal,  Stephan  Bonnar 
and  Forrest  Griffin  put  on  an  electrifying,  three-round  war  that 
inspired  the  cable  network’s  suits  to  immediately  re-up. 

Since  then,  the  sport  has  been  embraced  by  the  mainstream 
media.  In  2007  Sporfs/Z/cysfrafedfinally  wrote  about  MMA’s  rise- 
in  a  cover  story.  The  same  year,  ESPN— through  its  ESPNews  chan¬ 
nel— began  regularly  discussing  the  sport  and  interviewing  key 
personalities.  In  2008,  sports-marketing  giant  Anheuser-Busch 
came  aboard  as  a  presenting  sponsor,  and  both  CBS  and  NBC 
began  airing  MMA  bouts,  the  former  in  prime  time. 

These  days,  there  is  no  shortage  of  MMA  on  the  air.  The  second- 
largest  promotion  in  the  U.S.  is  Strikeforce,  but  other  organiza¬ 
tions  have  made  a  splash,  including  World  Extreme  Cagefighting, 
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Affliction,  and,  most  recently,  Bellator.  Cuban’s  HDNet  channel 
produces  a  myriad  of  events  from  around  the  world.  Stars  such 
as  Chuck  Liddell  (one  of  our  American  badasses  back  in  2007), 
Randy  Couture,  and  Georges  St-Pierre  are  crossing  over  with 
talk-show  appearances,  movie  roles,  and  book  deals. 

But  the  man  who  deserves  the  lion’s  share  of  the  credit  is  UFC 
President  Dana  White,  a  charismatic  raconteur  with  a  tireless 
work  ethic  and  the  ability  to  shift  from  dynamic  oratory  to  foul- 
mouthed  frustration  as  he  captures  headlines.  While  the  fighters 
get  the  glory  in  the  cage,  since  2001  White  has  been  the  constant, 
preaching  his  product  to  literallyanyone  who  would  listen  and 
converting  the  masses  one  at  a  time.  Advertisers  have  been  the 
last  to  come  on  board,  but  at  least  one  sports  analyst  expects 
to  see  that  changing  quickly.  “The  sport  continues  to  grow,” 
says  Bob  Dorfman,  executive  creative  director  of  Baker  Street 
Advertising.  “It  seems  to  be  well-received  and  successful  fora 
number  of  advertisers.  They’re  seeing  some  great  blue-chips 
come  on  board.  It’s  a  great  way  to  reach  that  coveted  18-to-34 
male  market.  NFL  is  so  expensive.  This  is  a  good  alternative.” 

White  changed  the  perception  of  MMA  by  embracing  regula¬ 
tion  and  focusing  on  the  sport  and  its  athletes.  The  New  Jersey 
State  Athletic  Control  Board  had  instituted  the  currently  used 
Unified  Rules  prior  to  Zuffa’s  purchase,  but  it  was  only  after  Zuffa 
took  control  that  the  UFC  started  educating  legislators  state  by 
state  in  an  effort  to  get  the  sport  regulated  across  the  country. 

Since  then  it’s  been  onward  and  upward,  with  the  UFC  running 
events  in  Canada,  the  U.K.,  Ireland,  and  Germany.  On  July  11,  they 
mark  a  milestone  with  UFC  100,  an  event  that  sold  out  in  the  blink 
of  an  eye.  And  with  future  plans  to  run  shows  in  the  Philippines, 
Australia,  and  Italy,  the  UFC  shows  no  sign  of  slowing  its  growth, 
even  as  other  companies  struggle  for  their  very  existence. 

Thompson  points  out  that  it  is  very  difficult  to  add  a  new  menu 
item  to  the  American  cultural  diet,  but  MMA  has  already  bucked 
the  system.  So  the  $64,000  question  is:  Will  it  have  legs?  “It  could 
be  the  $64  trillion  question,”  he  says.  “If  it  became  a  sport  that  got 
added  to  auto  racing,  football,  basketball,  and  baseball  with  huge 
audiences,  it  could  be  an  enormously  profitable  industry.” 

Overtake  boxing  and  wrestling?  At  the  time,  it  seemed  like  an 
outrageous  prediction.  Now  it  seems  like  Gracie  wasn’t  aiming 
quite  high  enough.OH— b 


■file  UFC  TOO 


BROCK  LESNAR  vs.  FRANK  MIR  for  the 

undisputed  UFC  heavyweight  championship 

GEORGE  ST-PIERRE  vs.  THIAGO  ALVES  (left) 
for  the  UFC  welterweight  championship 

DAN  HENDERSON  vs.  MICHAEL  BISPING, 

the  Ultimate  Fighters  Coaches  Collide 
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talkingpoimts 


Three-time  Tourde  France  champion  Greg  LeMond 
puiis  no  punches  in  assessing  the  sorry  state  ofcyciing,  but 
he  aiso  says  the  sport  can  be  saved. 


By  John  Rosen gren 

t’s  been  well-documented  in  recent  years  that  cycling  is  in  crisis.  A  litany  of  drug  busts  and  suspensions  for  doping  have 
nearly  engulfed  the  sport  and  its  premier  event,  the  Tour  de  France.  While  many  voices  have  been  raised  in  outrage, 
few  have  come  forward  to  offer  potential  solutions  to  the  problem.  With  the  96th  edition  of  the  much-maligned  event  set 
to  launch  out  of  Monaco  on  July  4,  we  sat  down  with  three-time  Tour  champion  Greg  LeMond,  the  first  American  to 
win  the  fabled  race,  to  get  his  thoughts  on  the  state  of  the  sport.  LeMond— who  won  the  event  in  1986  and  then  rallied  from 
a  1987  gunshot  wound  to  win  it  again  in  ’89  and  ’90— delivered  a  one-two  punch:  Along  with  a  number  of  explosive 
opinions  and  allegations  about  what’s  happening  in  his  beloved  sport,  he  has  a  plan  to  restore  its  credibility. 


What’s  gone  wrong  with  cycling? 

There  have  been  years  of  corruption.  There’s  a 
denial  system  about  the  amount  of  deaths— over 
100  cyclists  have  died  of  heart  attacks  or  suicide— 
yet  a  code  of  silence  exists  in  cycling.  Cycling  was 
my  passion,  but  this  massive  deception,  cover-up, 
and  denial  have  robbed  meof  that  joy.  It’s  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  sports,  and  it’s  dying. 

What’s  at  the  heart  of  the  problem? 

A  lot  of  it  has  to  do  with  Lance  Armstrong.  If  you 
question  him,  you  get  targeted.  I  didn’t  go  along 
with  the  inspirational  story  of  Armstrong.  All  I’ve 
ever  done  was  question  his  connection  with  a 
doctor  [Michele  Ferrari].  I  never  accused  Armstrong 
of  doping.  I  just  said  that  Lance’s  comeback  would 
be  the  biggest  fraud  if  he  wasn’t  clean. 

What  did  your  mechanic  tell  you? 

In  2000,  my  former  mechanic  described  a  secret 
training  camp  he  had  gone  to  with  Ferrari,  Arm¬ 
strong,  and  Tyler  Hamilton. 

What  about  Armstrong’s  positive  test  for  cortisone 
in  the ’99  Tour? 

That  was  the  same  year  he  had  six  positives  for  EPO 
[erythropoietin].  [But]  I  have  no  obsession  with 
Armstrong. 

What  objective  evidence  is  there  of  doping  in 
cycling— other  than  the  tests? 

In  1998,  the  year  before  Armstrong  won  his  first 
Tour,  two  journalists  followed  people  from  U.S. 
Postal  coming  out  of  the  team  hotel  with  garbage 
bags.  They  filmed  them  dumping  the  bags,  which 
were  filled  with  syringes  and  blood-soaked  gauze. 
That  created  a  federal  investigation  in  France.  The 
investigation  was  dropped  after  two  years.  \_Editor’s 
note:  In  a  deposition  as  part  of  litigation  between 
Armstrong  and  SCA  Promotions  following  the 
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2004  Tour  de  France,  LeMond  testified  that  fornner 
U.S.  Postal  teann  nnechanic  Julien  DeVriese  told  hinn 
of  a  secret  training  camp  in  the  Pyrenees.  DeVriese 
denied  this.  Armstrong  tested  positive  for  corti- 
coids  during  the  1999  Tour,  but  UCI,  cycling’s  gov¬ 
erning  body,  cleared  him,  citing  a  cortisone-based 
skin  cream  he  was  using.  LeMond’s  mention  of  “six 
positives  for  EPO”  refers  to  a  2005  analysis  of  urine 
samples  from  the  1999  Tour  commissioned  by  the 
French  magazine  /.’Egty/pe.  UCI,  in  a  controversial 
ruling,  found  that  these  findings  were  without  merit 
and  no  action  was  taken.  The  “dumping”  incident 
involving  the  U.S.  Postal  team  was  filmed  by  French 
journalist  Hugues  Huet;  the  French  investigation  it 
prompted  produced  no  evidence  of  wrongdoing 
and  was  closed  after  21  months.  Armstrong  vehe¬ 
mently  and  consistently  denies  ever  doping.] 

What  about  the  UCI  and  all  the  young  riders  dying 
on  their  watch? 

What  do  you  call  it  when  a  governing  body  does  not 
do  its  moral  best  to  protect  the  people  participat¬ 
ing?  One  example  is,  in  2003  an  Italian  rider  died  in 
the  dentist’s  chair  of  a  heart  attack.  The  sponsor  of 
the  Amore  &  Vita  team  said,  “It’s  time  we  cyclists 
looked  in  the  mirror  and  told  the  truth,  because  if  we 
don’t,  we’ll  all  be  dead  by  50.”  This  is  the  group 
that’s  supposed  to  control  the  drug  tests  and  pro¬ 
tect  the  riders.  They  have  blood  on  their  hands. 

Most  of  the  riders  are  great  guys,  but  they’re  in  a 
system  that’s  totally  corrupt.  If  they  want  to  stay  in 
the  sport,  they’ve  got  to  be  part  of  [the  corruption]. 
There’s  no  way  to  be  competitive  in  cycling  without 
a  doping  program. 

Wasn’t  there  doping  when  you  were  racing? 

I  went  through  my  career  with  blinders  on.  I  was 
aware  that  there  was  doping,  but  I  compartmen¬ 
talized  it,  put  it  aside.  At  23, 1  was  third  in  the  biggest 
race  in  the  world  behind  [Bernard]  Flinault.  I  never 
had  reason  to  dope.  My  last  Tour  [1994],  the  sport 
was  on  go-go  juice.  I  was  fried,  trying  to  keep  up. 

What  caused  you  to  speak  out? 

I  already  had  knowledge  of  corruption  in  the  Tour 
de  France,  but  when  I  watched  the  60  Minutes  II 
show  about  two  cyclists  at  the  U.S.  training  center 
suing  the  national  cycling  federation,  that  got  me 
going.  Greg  Strock  wasoneof  them.  He  had  the 
highest  V02  max  there,  higher  than  Armstrong. 
iEditor’s  note:  V02  max  is  considered  the  best 
indicator  of  cardiorespiratory  endurance.  In  2000, 
Strock  sued  one  of  his  coaches  and  the  U.S.  Cycling 
Federation,  claiming  he  was  injected  with  cortisone 
without  his  consent.  The  case  was  settled  out  of 
court,  under  confidential  terms,  in  2006.]  Strock 
went  from  being  the  best  cyclist  in  the  U.S.  to  not 
being  able  to  keep  up....  I  called  Strock  and  offered 
to  help  pay  his  litigation  fees.  He  said,  “I  thought  you 


An  abridged 
dossier  on  doping 
incyciing’s 
modern  era: 

Erythropoietin  [EPO]: 

A  lab-produced  version 
of  a  naturally  occurring 
hormone  that  increases 
the  body’s  production  of 
red  blood  cells,  boosting 
its  aerobic  capacity. 
There  was  no  reliable  test 
for  EPO  until  2000. 
Hyperviscosity:  Thick¬ 
ened  blood;  the  most 
lethal  side  effect  of  EPO. 
It  can  cause  spikes  in 
blood  pressure  and  heart 
attacks,  especially  during 
sleep,  when  the  heart 
rate  slows. 

1998  Tour  de  France: 

EPO  comes  to  the  fore, 
as  the  Festina  team  is 
ejected  after  one  of  its 
medical  team  members 
is  arrested  at  the  French 
border  with  the  blood- 
booster.  Festina  riders 
later  admit  to  taking 
banned  substances. 

2001  Giro  d’itaiia:  After 
several  positive  EPO 
tests,  Italian  police 
search  the  rooms  of 
cyclists  from  all  20  teams 
in  the  race,  confiscating 
medicine.  The  18th  stage 
of  the  race  is  canceled. 
Denis  Zanette  to  Johan 
Sermon:  In  a  13-month 
period  beginning  in 
January  2003,  an  aston¬ 
ishing  seven  cyclists— 
none  of  them  older  than 
35,  one  of  them  only 
16— die  of  heart  failure. 
2004  Tour  de  France: 
Stefano  Casagranda  of 
Italy  and  Martin  Hvastija 
of  Slovenia  are  ejected 
from  the  race  on  doping 
charges.  Three  other 
riders  are  denied  entry 
for  the  same  reason. 
2007  Tour  de  France: 
Pre-race  favorite  Alex¬ 
andre  Vinokourov  of 
Kazakhstan  tests  positive 
for  blood  doping  after 
winning  a  time  trial  dur¬ 
ing  the  Tour.  His  team 
withdraws  and  fires 
him.  —John  Boister 


‘  ‘What  do  you  call  it  when  a 
governing  body  does  not  do  its  moral 
best  tgprotect  the  people 
participating?  Hieyhavebrooaon 

their  hands.” 


were  calling  me  like  every¬ 
body  else  to  say,  ‘Don’t  spit 
in  the  soup.’  ” 

What  consequences  should 
there  be  for  doping? 

Prison  sentences  for  the 
guilty  doctors  and  manage¬ 
ment— they’re  the  ones 
making  all  the  money. 

You  volunteered  your 
testimony  at  Floyd  Landis’s 
arbitration  hearing.  Why? 

Floyd  called  me  [after  two 
positive  tests  for  excessive  testosterone  levels  fol¬ 
lowing  his  2006  Tour  victory],  I  believe,  looking  for 
some  direction.  I  pleaded  with  him  to  come  clean  to 
save  himself  and  the  sport.  I  said,  “Don’t  do  what  the 
others  have  done  and  deny  it.”  In  an  empathic  way,  I 
told  him  I  had  been  sexually  abused  and  that  I  had 
kept  it  from  everybody,  but  it  nearly  ruined  my  mar¬ 
riage  and  destroyed  me.  I  told  him,  “You’ll  have  to  lie 
to  others,  to  yourself.”  It’s  self-destructive  behavior. 

I  told  him  I’d  go  to  bat  for  him.  After  he  thought  I’d 
talked  to  a  journalist  about  our  conversation,  he 
wrote  on  his  website  that  I  was  “pathetic”  and  that 
“if  people  knew  exactly  what  Greg  told  me,  they 
would  not  want  to  have  anything  to  do  with  him.”  I 
called  him.  He  apologized  and  took  it  down,  but  two 
weeks  later,  I  decided  he  had  no  regret.  I  told  a 
USADA  [United  States  Anti-Doping  Agency]  attor¬ 
ney  I’d  be  willing  to  testify  at  Floyd’s  arbitration  trial. 

The  night  before  I  was  scheduled  to  testify,  some¬ 
body  called  me  and  said,  “This  is  your  Uncle  Ron. 

I’m  going  to  be  there  tomorrow  and  we’re  going  to 
talk  about  how  we  used  to  play  hide  the  weenie.”  I 
knew  it  wasn’t  my  uncle,  but  it  was  like  I  was  re¬ 
traumatized.  I  started  shaking.  About  four  minutes 
later,  I  realized  I  had  his  phone  number  on  my  phone. 
I  found  out  it  was  Will  Geoghegan,  Floyd’s  manager. 

I  tooka  bike  ride  the  next  morning  and  decided, 

Tm  going  there,  it’s  the  right  thing  to  do.  I  came  i  n 
and  told  the  truth  about  what  he  had  called  me 
about.  [Ecy/fo/'’s/iofe.' Stripped  of  his  title,  Landis 
still  maintains  his  innocence  and  claims  that  the  test 
results  were  false.] 

So  how  do  we  clean  up  cycling? 

The  only  way  to  save  the  sport  is  to  split  from 
the  UCI.  It  can’t  be  trusted.  You  need  to  have  an 
independent  doping  agency.  This  is  not  just  a  sport 
problem.  It  is  a  social  problem  with  the  belief  that  it 
is  okay  to  cheat  or  do  whatever  it  takes  to  succeed. 
They  need  to  rethink  the  way  testing  is  done.  Take 
analytical  data.  Measure  people’s  V02  max.  It  is 
the  ultimate  indicator  of  the  motor  you  have.  A  guy 
with  a  small  V02  max  could  train  all  day  long  and 
never  compete  with  someone  with  a  high  V02 
max  who’s  fit.  Power  outage  is  directly  related  to 
oxygen  output.  Once  you  find  someone’s  true  V02 
max,  then  according  to  their  weight,  they  can 
produce  a  maximum  wattage  output.  If  it’s  higher 
than  that,  they’re  doping.  Plain  and  simple.  For  short 
periods  you  can  produce  more,  but  not  for  one 
hour.  That  sustainable  one-hour  output  is  the  key  to 
winning  the  Tour.04— b 
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AVAILABLE  NOW 

LINEAR  /  VDD  /  HD 

ORDER  NOW  ON  DISH  NETWORK.  COMCAST.  TIME  WARNER  CABLE,  CHARTER  CABLE  AND  OTHER  SYSTEMS. 
CALL  YOUR  LOCAL  CABLE  OR  SATELUTE  PROVIDER  AND  ASK  TOR  PENTHOUSETV. 


©  2009  NEW  FRONTIER  MEDIA,  INC.  ALL  RIGHTS  RESERVED. 


petofthemonth 


Tenaya  is  the  kind  of  giri  who  conjures  fantasies 
of  good  giris  doing  dirty  deeds,  especiaiiy  in 
this  virginai-white  giam  version  of  a  toga.  But  when 
she’s  aii  wrapped  up  in  biack  vinyi— go  ahead, 
iook  at  the  rest  of  her  photos ...  we’ii  wait— she’s 
the  giri  our  wet  dreams  are  made  of. 

Photographs  by  Emma  Nixon 


^  '^1 

mM 

r  • 

[  ^  ^  1 

'  “The  most  exciting  place  I’ve 
ever  made  love  is  in  my  shower, 
and  now  that  I’ve  experienced 
that,  I’m  ready  to  fulfill  my 
favorite  fantasy:  sex  on  a  plane.” 


“If  I  could  have  sex  with 
any  one  person,  past  or  present, 
who  would  it  be?  That’s  an 
easy  question  to  answer: 
Penelope  Cruz.” 


petofthemonth 

“The  best  sex  I’ve  ever 
had  was  when  my  boyfriend 
and  I  got  together  after 
not  seeing  each  other  for  a  long 
time.  It  was  explosive!” 


Tenaya 

Pet  of  the  Month 
Summer 2009 

Vital  stats: 

19  years  old 
35-25-34;  5'3" 

Hometown: 

Apple  Valley,  California. 

Favorite  sport: 

Soccer. 

Favorite  music: 

Country. 

Favorite  movies: 

The  Notebook,  Across  the  Universe, 
Pulp  Fiction. 

Favorite  TV  shows: 

Grey’s  Anatomy,  ER,  House. 

Favorite  vacation  spot: 

North  Carolina.  It’s  beautiful! 

Dream  vacation  spot: 

The  Bahamas,  Italy,  Australia. 

What  do  you  like  most  about 
yourself? 

I  don’t  judge  people. 

What  do  you  like  most  in  others? 
An  open  mind  and  honesty. 


If  you  could  change  one  thing  about 
yourself,  what  would  it  be? 

My  stubbornness. 
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WE’RE  LOOKING  FORTHE 
HOTTEST  GIRLS  IN  AMERICA.  GO  TO 
PENTHOUSEMODELS.COM. 

TO  SEE  MORE  OF  TENAYA,  VISIT 
PENTHOUSE.COM/TENAYA. 

CALL  ME! 

1-800-799-PETT 

(1-800-799-7388) 

CALLERS  MUST  BE  18  OR  OLDER 
COST:  $1.99  TO  $2.99/MINUTE 


THE  BIG  RIP 
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characterstudy 


Sci-fi  conventions 
such  as  San  Diego's 
Comic-Con  are 
under-the-radar 
hook-up  havens. 
No,  really. 


By  Shari  Soldhagen 
Photographs  by  Leslie  Simmons 


O I  STILL  READ  COMIC  BOOKS?  I  do.  Have  I  ever 
flicked  the  bean  to  some  well-written  Smallville 
fanfiction?lt’spossible.  (HeyJ’ma  writer;agood 
metaphor  turns  me  on.)  But  I  generally  keep  these 
proclivities  to  myself  (except  when  confessing 
them  in  international  men’s  magazines).  When 
I  thinkoflargegroupsof  people  gathering  to 
celebrate  such  geeky  pursuits,  I  picture  hundreds  of 
men  who  look  like  Comic  Book  Guy  from  The  Simpsons 
arguing  over  who  would  win  in  a  Roshambo  between  Han  Solo 
and  Captain  Kirk. 

So  I  was  more  than  a  little  surprised  when  my  friendly  neighbor¬ 
hood  comic-book-store  clerk  told  me  she  was  looking  forward 
to  this  year’s  New  York  Comic  Con  because  “conventions  are  all 
about  the  sex.” 

Yeah,  right,  I  thought.  In  other  news,  the  world  is  flat  and 
simultaneous  orgasms  occur  readily  outside  of  Smallville  fan  fics. 

“Really,”  she  said.  “It’s  all  these  people  you  see  only  a  couple  of 
times  a  year  at  hotels,  you’re  all  into  the  same  things,  people  are 
dressed  up,  you’ve  been  flirting  online  for  months....  It’s  pretty  hot.” 

Hmm...  it  seemed  logical,  as  Spock  might  say,  but  all  those 
clunky  costumes,  those  awkward  people— was  it  even  physically 
possible?  There  was  only  one  way  to  find  out:  I  had  to  don  cape 
and  cowl  and  infiltrate  the  nerd  hordes  to  see  for  myself  if  these 
geek  gatherings  are  actually  hook-up  havens. 


There  are  more  than  100  fan-based  sci-fi-related  conventions 
each  year  in  the  U.S.,  but  the  granddaddy  of  them  all  is  San  Diego 
Comic-Con.  The  not-for-profit  show  began  in  1970  with  300 
comic-bookjunkies  gathering  in  the  basement  of  the  U.S.  Grant 
Hotel,  according  to  David  Glanzer,  the  event’s  director  of  PR  and 
marketing.  While  notable  guests  d/dinclude  legendary  comics 
creator  Jack  Kirby  {Captain  America,  the  Fantastic  Four,  The 
Incredible  Huik)  av\6sc\-f  \  legend  Ray  Bradbury,  it  seems  safe  to 
say  that  that  show  was  not  “all  about  the  sex.” 

Its  name  and  venue  varied,  but  the  event  became  an  annual 
shindig,  eventually  finding  a  permanent  home  in  the  San  Diego 
Convention  Center.  Other  media  have  gradually  moved  in  on  the 
action,  too,  including  the  videogame  industry  and  movieand 
television  studios,  all  of  which  use  Comic-Con  as  a  launching  pad 
for  anything  with  a  sci-fi  angle.  The  show  has  generated  bona 
fide  star  power  in  recent  years,  with  actors  making  the  rounds 
in  superhero  garb.  Tickets  for  last  year’s  event  sold  out  weeks  in 
advance,  and  attendance  reached  126,000,  according  to  Glanzer. 

Sure,  but  was  that  126,000  paunchy  men  with  goatees  giving 
Vulcan  nerve  pinches  and  re-enacting  epic  lightsaber  battles 
(the  literal  and,  quite  possibly,  the  figurative  kind)?  “It  used  to 
be  pretty  male-dominated,”  says  Glanzer.  “But  in  the  past  ten 
years  that’s  really  changed.  Things  like  Japanese  anime  have 
really  brought  a  lot  more  women  and  girls  to  the  show.  Last  year 
attendees  were  about  40  percent  female.” 
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NEW  YORK  COMIC  CON  YIELbEb  A 
SELECTABLE  RANGE  OF  FEMALE  WARSROBES. 


THIS  COMELY  ATTENSEE  SRESSED 
AS  "SAWN"  FROM  POKEMON. 


WHEN  NOT  ASVANCING  OR  PROTECTING  THE  INTERESTS  OF  THE 
GALACTIC  EMPIRE,  STORMTROOPERS  SIT  BACK  ANS  REEL  IN  THE  CHICKS. 


This  year’s  event,  which  runs  from  July  23  to  26,  is  the  40th 
anniversary  (note  to  nitpickers:  There  were  two  cons  in  1975),  and 
it  could  be  the  biggest  yet,  with  attendees  expected  from  around 
the  world. 

Some  of  the  exhibits  themselves  have  been  about  sex.  At  the 
2007  show,  porn  legend  Jenna  Jameson  was  on  hand  to  promote 
her  Virgin  comic.  Shadow  Hunter.  Comics  legend  Stan  Lee 
showed  up  to  promote  Pam  Anderson’s  Sfr/ppere/Za  project. 
“There  have  been  a  lot  of  crossovers  between  adult  entertain¬ 
ment  and  the  comic  industry,”  says  Glanzer.  “It  really  just  depends 
on  what’s  coming  out  in  a  given  year.” 

Yet  when  I  look  over  the  program  for  the  July  show,  what  jumps 
out  is  the  popular  annual  panel  “Starship  Smackdown,”  which 
seems  to  be  the  living  embodiment  of  my  worst-case  Comic- 
Con  scenario:  fanboy  factions  arguing  over  whether  the  U.S.S. 
Enterprise  could  outrace  the  Millennium  Falcon.  That  really  wasn’t 
selling  me  on  the  “these  things  are  all  about  sex”  concept.  Clearly  I 
needed  to  do  more  research,  so  I  tracked  down  some  attendees. 

“A  friend  I’d  met  at  SDCC  introduced  me  to  this  illustrator 
online  and  we  started  talking,  mostly  about  graphic  novels,”  says 
Cathy,  30,  a  lithe  brunette  photographer  who  loves  indie  comics 
and  attends  several  conventions  a  year.  “At  Wizard  World  in  L.A.  a 
few  months  later,  I  felt  someone  brush  my  arm  from  behind,  and— 
it  was  so  weird;  we’d  never  met— I  knew  immediately  it  was  him. 

“The  attraction  was  instantaneous,”  she  continues.  “Within 


an  hour  of  meeting  we  were  full-on  making  out  behind  the 
convention  center.  I  went  back  to  his  hotel  room  an  hour  after 
that,  which  is  something  I  would  /rever  normally  do  if  I  met  a  guy 
in  a  bar  or  wherever.  We  ended  up  dating  for  three  years.” 

A  similar  chemical  reaction  occurred  between  writers  at  rival 
comics  publishers  DC  and  Marvel  when  David  Gallaher  saw  Valerie 
D’Orazio  speaking  on  a  panel  at  the  2007  New  York  Comic  Con. 

“She  was  this  cute  blonde,  and  I  was  just  captivated  by  what 
she  had  to  say,”  Gallaher  says.  The  feeling  was  mutual:  When 
Gallaher,  34,  stood  to  ask  a  question,  D’Orazio  says  she  made  a 
silent  bargain  with  God  that  she  would  never  ask  for  anything 
again  if  shecould  get  with  Gallaher. 

After  the  panel  the  two  started  chatting,  and  D’Orazio— a  writer 
for  Marvel’s  upcoming  Cloak  and  Dagger  t\\.\e—\io\6  Gallaher  that 
she,  uh,  wanted  to  discuss  some  scripts.  Gallaher,  a  DC  writer 
currently  working  on  High  Moon,  was  a  little  slow  to  get  the  hint, 
but  eventually  the  two  got  together.  On  their  first  date,  they  saw 
Ghost  Rider— a  movie  based  on  the  flaming-skulled  Marvel  hero. 
For  date  No.  2,  Gallaher  had  an  artist  draw  D’Orazio  a  custom 
picture  of  Supergirl.  “Our  third  date  was  more  intimate,”  says 
Gallaher.  “I  don’tthinkany  superheroes  were  involved.” 

Two  years  later  they’re  still  together,  but  not  all  hook-ups  at 
these  events  have  to  blossom  into  true  dork-love.  After  spending 
their  convention  days  hawking  illustrations  in  Artists’  Alley, 
or  standing  in  line  to  get  autographs  from  the  cast  of /-Zeroes, 
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COMEby  CENTRAL'S  KRObMANbOON  GIRLS.  THE  TRIDENTS 
WERE  FOR  FENDING  OFF  UNWANTED  ADVANCES. 


attendees  have  a  chance  to  get  their  intergalactic  freak  on  once 
the  lights  go  down  in  the  exhibit  hall. 

The  big  cons— SDCC,  NYCC,  and  Alternative  Press  Expo— all 
have  VIP  parties  with  open  bars,  which  can  lubricate  the  social 
interaction  for  sure.  You’re  not  going  to  go  home  with  Jessica 
Alba  in  her  fuck-tastic  Fa/ifasf/c  Four  garb,  but  as  Vic  Holtreman 
of  ScreenRant.com  notes,  “There’s  a  lot  of  hitting  on  people  and 
flirting:  there’s  a  feeling  of  community.”  And  any  celebs  in  tow  are 
well  aware  that  a  review  from  a  popular  fan  site  can  make  or  break 
a  sci-fi  movie,  so  they’re  at  their  most  approachable. 

The  VIP  rooms  are  nice,  but  percentages  are  better  if  you 
cast  your  line  in  more  local  waters.  “There  are  a  lot  of  hotel 
parties  in  people’s  rooms.  You  just  bring  some  booze;  everyone 
is  always  really  friendly,”  says  Eva,  a  27-year-old  who  works  in 
publishing.  “My  friends  and  I  want  to  do  things  on  the  cheap,  so 
we  often  cram  a  bunch  of  people— six  or  more— into  a  room,  and 
sometimes  we  take  shifts  sleeping.” 

The  Do  Not  Disturb  sign  gets  a  workout  all  weekend,  says  Eva, 
who  was  a  very  naughty  elf  at  l-CON  last  year.  (That’s  short  for  Island 
Convention,  an  eclectic  annual  event  held  in  Suffolk  County,  Long 
Island).  “I’d  been  dressed  as  an  elf  from  Lord  of  the  Rings,  and  went 
back  to  this  guy’s  room,”  she  says.  “All  of  our  clothes  were  gone, 
and  we  were  sort  of  crashing  into  walls,  then  I  caught  a  glimpse  of 
myself  in  the  mirror,  and  I  noticed  that  I’d  left  my  pointy  ears  on,  and 
I  just  started  laughing.  It  kind  of  broke  the  mood.”  This,  friends,  is  the 
fantasy-nerd  equivalent  of  black  dress  socks. 

Mary,  an  18-year-old  college  student  and  longtime  convention- 
goer,  sums  up  the  Comic-Con  hook-up  phenomenon  most 
succinctly.  “People  who  are  awkward  feel  more  comfortable  at 
conventions  because  they  assume  all  comic-book  people  are 
awkward  as  well,”  she  says.  “So  they’re  like,  Tm  awkward,  you’re 
awkward— let’s  flirt.’  ” 

My  research  is  complete,  the  concept  is  starting  to  gel,  and  I’m 
ready  to  be  embedded  on  the  front  lines.  My  theater  of  operations 
will  be  the  fourth  annual  New  York  Comic  Con,  the  unaffiliated 
East  Coast  response  to  the  San  Diego  extravaganza.  Among  this 
year’s  top  attractions  are  Joss  Whedon— the  man  behind  cult  TV 
hits  Buffythe  Vampire  S/ayer  and  Angel— who  w\\\  be  unveiling  his 
new  show.  Dollhouse,  and  the  cast  of  Fringe.  There  is  also  some 
sort  of  lightsaber  fighting  lesson  going  on,  which  I  make  a  mental 
note  to  avoid.  The  New  York  event  doesn’t  rival  San  Diego  yet,  but 
it’s  no  slouch;  some  77,000  heroes  and  villains  overrun  the  Jacob 
Javits  Center  for  the  2009  edition. 

Contrary  to  popular  conception,  most  convention  attendees 
don’t  don  anything  for  these  events  more  elaborate  than,  say, 
an  Iron  Man  T-shirt ,  but  I  am  going  at  this  full-throttle  this  year. 

Or  let’s  say  mid-throttle:  I  won’t  be  competing  in  the  costume 
contest— an  event  hard-core  fans  spend  months  preparing  for— 
but  I  am  fully  committed  to  the  “Sexy  Robin”  outfit  I’ve  procured 
from  the  drugstore  chain  Ricky’s  NYC.  It  consists  of  the  world’s 
least  practical  crime-fighting  attire  ever— a  low-cut  red  and  green 
dress  that  comes  to  about  mid-ass,  green  gloves,  a  teeny  tiny 
yellow  cape,  and  a  domino  mask.  It’s  actually  pretty  close  to  the 
original  Boy  Wonder  design,  but  I’m  hard-pressed  tothinkof  a 
time  I’ve  been  more  naked  in  public. 

Butjournalistic  duty  calls,  and  into  Gotham  I  go!  To  be  fair, 
not  all  the  costumes  are  NC-17  fantasy  fodder— for  the  men, 
anyway.  There  are  plenty  of  Rorschachs— trench  coat  and 
inkblot  mask— from  this  past  winter’s  hit  Watchmen,  along  with  a 
heaping  helping  of  Heath  Ledger  Jokers.  Some  of  the  women  are 
in  corseted  medieval-ish  getups  that  appear  more  uncomfortable 
than  naughty.  But  generally  speaking,  fangirls  who  chose  to 
dress  up  are  dealing  with  the  same  wardrobe  options  as  swimsuit 
models.  Skintight  bodysuits  for  Black  Cat  and  Catwoman;  the 
public  panties  of  Wonder  Woman,  Zatanna,  and  Power  Girl;  and 
dozens  and  dozens  of  slave  Princess  Leias— almost  30  years  since 


the  release  of  Return  oftheJedi and  that  damn  metal  bikini  still 
bangs  the  gong  for  the  guys.  The  Most  Exposed  Skin  award  goes 
to  a  woman  dressed  as  Batman  villain  Poison  Ivy;  she’s  wearing  a 
red  wig,  green  body  paint,  and  one  strategically  placed  fig  leaf.  I 
can’t  penetrate  her  swarm  of  followers  to  get  close  enough  for  an 
interview. 

“There’s  no  denying  that  you  get  hit  on  constantly  when  you’re 
in  costume,”  says  Kristin,  a  21-year-old  paleontology  student 
poured  into  the  court-jester  costume  of  Joker’s  gal,  Harley  Quinn. 
“I  love  being  able  to  wear  interesting,  sexy  outfits  that  appeal  to 
me  aesthetically  while  also  showing  off  my  body.  It’s  the  best  of 
both  worlds:  you  can  be  a  geek  and  still  look  hot!” 

Lauren,  an  investment  banker  who’s  dressed  in  DC  heroine 
Black  Canary’s  black  leotard  and  signature  fishnet  tights,  agrees. 
“It’s  different  than  being  out  in  the  real  world,  even  if  you’re 
wearing  something  revealing,  because  people  are  assuming 
you’re  a  character,”  says  the  27-year-old.  It  also  provides  ready¬ 
made  opening  lines.  “One  guy  just  asked  for  my  number.  He 
said,  ‘I  don’t  see  Green  Arrow  [Canary’s  on-again/off-again  love 
interest]  around,  so  I  figured  you’re  free.’  Hey,  it’s  better  than, 
‘What’s  your  sign?’  ” 

A  high  school  student  named  Jill  spends  a  good  ten  minutes 
explaining  that  her  costume— from  some  Japanese  anime 
cartoon— is  actually  a  variation  of  a  male  character’s  costume, 
which  makes  the  skimpy  top  a  little  confusing.  “Guys  find  gender 
play  really  hot,”  says  the  16-year-old,  with  a  frightening  amount  of 
authority.  “I  always  hook  up  at  conventions.” 
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GOT  MILK?  THIS  CATHY  COWGIRL  KEPT 
FANBOYS  UDDERLY  (SORRY!)  RAPT  \ 
AT  SAN  MEGO  COMIC-CON  LAST  YEAR. 


And  by  doing  nothing  more  than  donning  a  feather  boa 
(fandom  unclear),  Bill,  who  writes  indie  comics— and  who,  feather 
boa  notwithstanding,  is  into  girls— informs  me  that  he  met  his 
“24-hour  lover”  during  a  preshow  party  the  night  before. 

“She  just  came  over  and  said,  ‘Don’t  you  lookfabulous,’ and  then 
we  went  to  her  place,”  he  says.  “I  think  she  took  ‘24  hours’  quite 
literally;  we  didn’t  make  it  to  the  show  until  a  5  p.m.  screening.” 

Then  there  are  the  less  self-aware.  Jennifer,  a  software- 
company  project  manager,  is  rocking  extremely  revealing 
Wonder  Woman  gear  complete  with  the  kind  of  red  rubber  boots 
that  are  found  only  at  the  most  fetishy  sex  shops.  And  yet  she  in¬ 
sists  guys  aren’t  checking  out  her  barely  there  bustier.  “I  really  just 
do  it  for  the  kids,”  she  says,  and  I  want  to  tie  her  up  with  her  Lasso 
of  Truth  to  see  if  she  really  doesn’t  know  that  Wonder  Woman’s 
creator,  William  Moulton  Marston,  was  big-time  into  bondage. 

Despite  all  the  goodies  on  display,  there’s  an  understood  “look 
but  don’t  touch”  policy ...  most  of  the  time.  “I  was  in  my  Superman 
costume  last  year,  and  this  girl  asks  to  take  a  picture  with  me,” 
says  a  23-year-old  artist  in  said  Supersuit.  “So  she’s  got  her  arm 
around  me,  but  right  before  her  friend  takes  the  picture,  she  just 
reaches  down  and  grabs  my  crotch.  And  I  just  looked  at  her  and 
was  like,  ‘Did  you  just ...’  and  she  giggled  and  said  she  wanted  to 
know  what  Superman’sjunkfelt  like.” 

Once  I  get  past  the  fact  that  my  T&A  are  on  display,  there’s 
something  exhilarating  about  being  Robin.  People  line  up  to  take 
photos  with  me.  A  pack  of  teenage  boys  hums  the  “dun  nun  ah 
dun  nun  ah”  theme  from  the  sixties  TV  show  starring  Adam  West; 


I  get  three  more  marriage  proposals  than  I’ve  gotten  in  real  life. 

Yet  no  one  is  pushing  too  hard.  It’s  like  people  just  want  to  be  near 
me— only  it’s  not  me;  no  one  knows  who  I  really  am.  Then  I  realize 
I’m  still  wearing  my  press  credentials.  Clearly  I  have  not  mastered 
the  techniques  of  guarding  one’s  secret  identity. 

Later,  a  giant  of  a  man  in  a  very  official  Batsuit  joins  me  in  line 
for  a  bottle  of  $4  water.  I  look  at  him  and  he  looks  back  at  me, 
irises  extra  blue  against  all  the  eye  black  under  his  cowl. 

“You  know  there  was  a  girl  Robin,”  he  says.  “Stephanie  Brown.” 

“Actually,  ifyou  count  Carrie  Kelly  in  The  Dark  Knight  Returns, 
there  were  two  girl  Robins.”  I  stretch  the  words  out,  making  them 
luxurious,  and  curl  my  lips  into  a  crooked  come-hither  grin. 

Batman’s  smile  is  slow,  seductive— and  really  freaking  creepy 
with  the  head-to-toe-armor.  Other  than  his  height  and  the  set 
of  his  jaw  (not  bad,  but  no  Christian  Bale),  I  have  no  idea  what 
this  guy  looks  like,  but  I  do  feel  an  instant  familiarity  and  comfort 
level  with  him.  If  we  were  making  out  in  my  apartment  and  he 
unearthed  my  secret  stash  of  Detective  Comics,  I  wouldn’t  have 
to  invent  a  story  about  how  I  was  just  holding  them  for  a  friend. 

“Yes,  I  forgot  about  Carrie.”  He  gives  me  a  long  once-over.  “Will 
I  be  seeing  you  back  at  the  cave  tonight?” 

Really?  Really?  Did  some  guy  actually  just  say  that?  And  yet, 
in  this  environment,  in  this  hyperspecific  context,  it’s  almost 
persuasive;  it’s  nearly  charming.  Since  you  already  know  my 
secret  identity,  I’m  not  at  liberty  to  reveal  if  I  visited  the  Batcave 
that  night,  but  I  can  tell  you  this  for  certain:  Yes,  these  conventions 
are  all  about  the  sex.^>P-H 
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Nine  sports  hypotheticals  guaranteed  to  stoke  hours  of  bar-stool  debate. 

By  John  Bolster  and  Peter  Schrager 
Illustrations  by  Chris  Hiers 


S  SPORTS  CONVERSATIONS  GO,  THE  “WHAT  IF”  PROPOSITION  is  one  of  the  most  compelling,  probably 
even  topping  the  “what  just  happened”  and  the  “what  w/7/ happen”  questions  as  a  conversation  starter.  Hey, 
college  football  structures  its  entire  season,  and  crowns  its  channpion,  on  a  “what  if”  basis.  This  is  also  known 
as  the  national  polls  and  the  BCS— and  it’s  wildly  popular.  So  yeah:  Sports  fans  love  to  argue  hypothetical 
scenarios  as  much  as  they  love  chicken  wings,  and  cheese  fries  topped  with  bacon  bits.  And  sour  cream. 
And  more  cheese.  With  that  in  mind,  here  are  nine  hypothetical  sports  questions  you  didn’t  know  you  needed  to  know,  with  experts’ 
opinions  on  each.  Plug  these  in  after  mainstays  like  “Kobe  versus  LeBron,”  “DH  or  no  DH,”  and  “playoff  versus  bowl  system”  have  gone 
stale.  Then  order  another  pitcher  and  settle  in ...  you’re  gonna  be  a  while. 


1.  If  you  quit  your  job  and  practiced  bowling  for 
four  hours  a  day  for  a  year,  could  you  make  the 
Professional  Bowlers  Association  Tour? 

Hell  no!  Using  his  unique  two-handed  style,  Australia’s 
Jason  Belmonte  has  bowled  33  perfect  games,  and  won 
a  gold  medal  at  the 2006  Youth  World  Championships. 
He  is  currently  battling  fora  spot  on  the  PBA  Tour. 

Here ’s  his  answer  to  our  question:  “  I  wo  u  I  d  I  i  ke  to 
propose  a  wager.  Any  bloke  reading  this  who  thinks 
that  after  practicing  for  one  year  he  could  make  the 
PBA,  I  will  hang  up  my  own  shoes  and  be  his  personal 
caddy!  The  day  that  someone  makes  the  exempt  field 
of  the  Professional  Bowlers  Association  with  only  one 
year  of  training  will  be  the  day  that  we  Australians  wish 
we  were  New  Zealanders.  And  that,  my  mates,  will 
never  ever  happen.” 

With  time  to  spare.  Look,  this  is  bowling,  a  sport 
—or  rather,  a  game— that  has  bylaws  specifically 
addressing  the  use  of  tobacco  and  alcohol  during 
competition.  Booze  and  butts  are  not  allowed,  but 
the  fact  that  they’re  discussed  at  all  shows  you  where 
bowling’s  roots  lie.  Awkward  office  outings  and  little 
kids’  birthday  parties  are  organized  around  bowling. 
Sometimes,  laser  lights  are  involved.  Our  pal’s 
brother  rolled  a  235  once,  and  he  was  half  in  the  bag. 
What  if  he  got  serious  about  it?  Well,  first  he’d  have 
to  grow  a  mullet  and  a  cheesy  mustache.  After  that 
and  some  focused  practice,  he’d  be  on  the  PBA  tour 
within  six  months. 


2.  Could  you  beat  NFL  lineman  Fred  Robbins  in  the  40-yard 
dash?  Robbins  is  six  four,  317  pounds. 

Fat  chance.  A  group  of  us  were  sitting  in  a  Manhattan  bar  watching 
Steelers  versus  Giants  last  season  when  some  Giants  players’  wives 
and  girlfriends  came  strolling  in.  After  a  few  drinks,  we  started 
chatting  them  up.  Oneof  ourfriendstold  Robbins’sgirl  (who  was 
not  six  four,  317  pounds)  that  he  could  beat  her  man  in  the  40- 
yard  dash.  Her  response?  She  busted  out  laughing.  “Fast  Freddy? 
No  way.”  We  agreed.  Robbins  is  a  top-flight  professional  athlete 
whose  livelihood  depends  on  his  quick  feet  and  surprising  agility— 
and  he  ran  a  5.02  at  the  2000  NFL  combine.  Our  friend?  Well,  he’s 


a  balding  lawyer  in  his  early  thirties.  Robbins  gets  the  nod  in  that 
matchup  ten  out  often  times. 

Actually,  yes.  We  ran  this  one  past  Rob  Rang,  a  senior  draft 
analyst  with  CBSSports.com  and  NFLDraftScout.com.  His  answer: 
“Yes,  the  average-Joe  jock  could  beat  Fred  Robbins  in  the  40- 
yard  dash,  /The  was  given  the  time  and  training  that  prospective 
NFL  athletes  use  to  prepare  for  the  event.  Of  course,  few  people 
have  the  explosiveness  and  power  Robbins  and  other  NFL  players 
have,  but  the  real  secret  to  the  40-yard  dash  is  generating  an 
explosive  burst  off  the  start,  which  can  be  taught.  Just  don’t  tell 
Robbins  I  said  so.” 
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3.  Could  a  decent  men’s-league 
hoops  player  in  his  twenties  beat 
WNBA  star  Diana  Taurasi  in  a 
game  of  one-on-one? 

Are  you  crazy?  Bethlehem  Shoals 
is  a  cofounder  and  primary  con¬ 
tributor  to  the  innovative,  cuit- 
favorite  NBA  blog  Free  Darko. 

His  take:  “No  chance.  Even  if  we 
assume  that  said  rec  player  is 
stronger,  taller,  and  more  athletic 
than  she  is  [which  we’d  have  to— 
otherwise  Taurasi,  a  world-class 
athlete,  would  destroy  him], 
we’re  talking  about  one-on-one. 
What  matters  is  being  able  to 
shoot,  knowing  how  to  read 
your  opponent,  and  being  smart 
about  when  to  go  to  the  basket. 


None  of  the  so-called  ‘inherent’ 
advantages  men  have  would 
ensure  a  victory.  Taurasi  in  a  walk.” 
Of  course  he  could.  On  the  sur¬ 
face,  even  suggesting  that  a 
non-pro  could  give  Taurasi  a 
game  sounds  over-the-top  sexist. 
She  has  a  quality  handle  and  a 
killer  jump  shot,  but  Taurasi  is  only 
six  feet  and  170  pounds.  Find  us 
a  210-plus-pound  man  with  a 
wide  body  and  some  decent 
moves,  and  we’ll  pick  him  on  the 
premise  that  he  can  back  her 
down  in  the  post  for  11  points.  He’ll 
be  stronger  than  her,  and  just  as 
quick,  if  not  quicker.  And,  oh  yeah: 
He’s  a  guy.  Pride  alone  would  spur 
him  to  the  win. 


4.  If  given  six  weeks  to  focus,  prepare,  and  train,  could  you  qualify  for  the  Nathan’s  Famous  Fourth  of 
July  International  Hot  Dog  Eating  Contest? 

You’d  suffer  a  “Roman  incident”  by  dog  No.  10.  Crazy  Legs  Conti  is  an  eight-year  veteran  of  the  pro¬ 
eating  circuit  He  is  currently  ranked  14th  in  the  world  by  the  international  Federation  of  Competitive 
Eating.  This  is  what  he  told  us:  “The  Nathan’s  contest  really  is  a  dog-eat-dog  world,  and  your  average  Joe 
is  better  off  couch-bound,  watching  ESPN,  with  a  plate  of  wieners  in  front  of  him.  Let  him  boast,  ‘I  could 
do  that,’  and  then  see  how  he  feels  around  double  digits.  I  say  no-go  on  the  average  Joe.  But  if  your  guy 
insists,  tell  him  to  show  up  at  the  Citi  Field,  Daly  City,  or  Camden  qualifier— you  must  win  a  qualifier  outright 
to  make  it  to  Coney— and  expect  to  get  lapped.  It’s  not  a  50-yard  dash,  it’s  a  marathon  of  eating.  Most  hit 
the  wall  early  and  cramp  up.  The  fetal  position  doesn’t  aid  digestion,  but  it  does  indicate  a  picnicker,  a 
hobbyist,  or  a  casual  diner.” 

With  the  right  prep  work,  yes.  Actually,  no.  We  got  nothin’  here,  sorry.  Most  of  us  are  content  to  remain 
amateurs  when  it  comes  to  the  art  of  “stomach-stretching  calisthenics,”  as  Conti  puts  it.  And  this  proposition 
has  been  tested,  in  a  2005  British  documentary.  The  Big  Eat  Regular  Joe  failed  miserably. 


5.  If  you  had  every 
available  resource  and 
a  $400,000  reward 
for  succeeding,  could 
you  and  three  buddies 
make  the  2010  Olympic 
team  in  curling? 

No.  There  is  more 
technique— much 
more— than  meets 
the  eye.  When  he  tried 
curling  for  the  first 
time,  CBC  radio  host 
Ian  Brown  said  that  the 
difficulty  of  the  sport 
“lies  in  the  fact  that  you 
have  to  do  about  40 
things  exactly  right,  all 
at  the  same  time.”  Like 
a  golf  swing,  the  basic 
curling  technique  has 
a  lot  of  moving  parts 
and,  as  Brown  said, 
“takes  five  minutes  to 
learn,  and  400  years  to 
perfect.”  You  and  your 
pals  would  have  less 
than  one  year.  You  might 
not  even  get  the  rules 
down  in  that  time. 
Please,  it’s  a  nursing- 
home  sport.  Curling 
has  often  been 
called  “chess  on  ice” 
for  the  supposedly 
complex  strategies  it 
requires,  but  we  say 
“shuffleboard  on  ice” 
is  more  like  it.  Give 
us  the  coaching,  the 
facilities,  and  that  kind 
of  financial  incentive 
(to  stave  off  the  bore¬ 
dom!),  and  hell  yes,  see 
you  in  Vancouver! 
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9.  If  you  trained  with  an 
NFL  team  as  a  kicker 
for  an  entire  preseason, 
could  you  kick  a  20- 
yard  field  goal  with  the 
first  game  of  the  year 
on  the  line? 

You’d  cave  under  the 
pressure.  Stefan  Fatsis 
is  the  author  of  A  Few 
Seconds  of  Panic,  which 
details  his  adventure 
as  a  placekicker  for  the 
Denver  Broncos.  He 
says,  “You  think  you 
could— any  dork  can 
kick  a  football,  right?— 
but  you  couldn’t.  As 
with  most  athletic  acts, 
the  necessary  strength, 
coordination,  and  focus 
are  beyond  the  ken  of 
blowhard  fans.  And 
even  if  the  kick  doesn’t 
faze  you,  the  pressure 
will.  In  Denver,  I  was  nail¬ 
ing  ’em  from  40  on  the 
practice  field.  When 
something  was  on  the 
line,  well,  as  one  team¬ 
mate  said  afterward. 
Thanks  for  fucking  us!’  ’’ 
It’s  a  chip  shot.  Fatsis’s 
book  was  awesome,  but 
we  respectfully  disagree 
and  think  you,  ex-jock 
reader,  could  do  it.  If  you 
played  any  soccer  in 
youryouth,  you  should 
have  the  necessary  skills. 
And  if  you  applied  your¬ 
self  during  training 
camp,  you  could  get 
used  to  the  pressure  of 
the  moment.OP-H 


8.  Could  you  shoot 
a  higher  percentage 
from  the  free-throw  line 
than  Shaquille  O’Neal 
(career  52.8  percent)? 
No,  it’s  not  as  easy  as  it 
looks.  If  we  were  talking 
about  foul  shots  in  prac¬ 
tice,  with  no  crowd,  pres¬ 
sure,  or  fatigue,  then 
yes,  you’d  have  a  shot. 
But  we’re  talking  about 
real  games,  where  all  of 
those  things  will  impact 
you.  The  rule  of  thumb  is 
that  your  in-game  free- 
throw  average  will  be  ten 
percentage  points  lower 
than  your  practice  aver¬ 
age.  So  let’s  assume  you 
can  make  60  of  100  shots 
from  the  line  in  an  empty 
gym.  We’d  have  to  bump 
you  down  to  a  sub-Shaq 
50  for  in-game  action. 
Hell,  we  could  do  it  Bo 
Kimble-style:  In  the 
NBA,  the  league-wide 
free-throw  average  has 
been  around  75  percent 
for  the  past  50  years.  In 
the  NCAA,  it’s  been  at 
69  percent  since  the 
mid-1960s,  and— here’s 
the  ru  b— i  n  high  school, 
the  national  average 
was  67  percent  in  2008. 
That  means  that  even 
sucky  teams  from  sub¬ 
urban  high  schools 
were  knocking  down 
free  throws  at  a  clip  15 
percent  higher  than 
Shaq’s  career  figure.  So, 
yes,  we  could  shoot  14 
percent  worse  from  the 
line  than  your  average 
high  school  player. 


6.  If  LeBron  James  were  to  pick  up 
a  lacrosse  stick  and  learn  the  game, 
could  he  be  the  best  player  in  NCAA 
Division  I  within  a  year? 

He  may  play  in  Cleveland,  but  he 
ain’t  Jim  Brown.  We  consulted  John 
Jiloty,  vice  presiden  t  and  editor  in 
chief  of  \v\s\6e  Lacrosse  magazine. 
His  reply:  “HFL  legend  Jim  Brown 
was  a  lacrosse  All-American  at 
Syracuse,  it’s  true,  but  he  grew  up 
playing  the  game  on  Long  Island, 
acquiring  the  skill  setduring  years 
of  practice.  LeBron  would  definitely 
blow  by  D-l  defensemen,  but  he’d 
beslinging  shotsall  over  the  field. 
The  nuances  of  shooting  a  lacrosse 
ball  are  like  swinging  a  golf  clubor 
hitting  a  baseball.  So,  for  that  first 


year  at  least,  think  Michael  Jordan 
hacking  out  .200  in  minor-league 
baseball  more  than  Jim  Brown 
scoring  at  will  in  college  lacrosse.” 

It  wouldn’t  even  take  a  year: 
Lacrosse  is  played  predominantly 
in  the  Northeast  and  in  the  posh 
suburbs  of  Long  Island  and  outside 
Baltimore.  You  don’t  think  LeBron 
could  dominate  a  bunch  of  kids  who 
wear  Lacoste  polos  with  their  collars 
popped  and  listen  to  Phish?  The  guy 
is  six  eight,  250  pounds,  and  quicker 
than  most  NBA  players!  Fle’d  figure 
out  the  game  in  no  time— itactually 
has  a  lot  in  common  with  basket¬ 
ball— then  make  a  mockery  of  it. 
Sorry  to  all  the  prep-school  alumni 
out  there.  It’s  the  truth. 


7.  Assuming  he’s  never  played,  could  an  NFL  running  back,  such  as  the 
Eagles’  Brian  Westbrook,  train  with  a  decent  Division  I  men’s  college  soccer 
team  for  a  season  and  be  good  enough  to  make  the  varsity  by  season’s  end? 
He’d  still  have  two  left  feet.  Evan  Bruno  was  an  All-American  striker  at  Lehigh 
University  in 2001  He  tells  Penthouse:  “Brian  Westbrook  is  a  tremendous  athlete, 
but  soccer  is  a  technical  game  that  requires  a  skill  set  acquired  through  a  lifetime 
of  practicing.  He’d  be  faster  than  the  guy  covering  him,  but  Westbrook  would  be 
useless  on  a  soccer  field.  He  might  get  to  the  ball  first,  but  he  would  trip  over  it.” 
Yes,  on  sheer  athleticism.  Alexi  Laias  is  a  National  Soccer  Hall  of  Famer,  and  one 
of  the  only  Americans  to  play  in  the  Italian  SerieA.  He  argues,  “Most  coaches 
believe  that  you  can  teach  someone  to  play  a  sport,  but  you  can’t  teach  them  to 
be  an  athlete.  If  you  start  with  an  athlete,  there’s  much  more  room  for  improve¬ 
ment.  In  soccer,  speed  is  the  great  equalizer.  I  believe  that  an  NFL  running  back 
could  excel,  but  only  in  a  defensive  capacity.  Defending  is  about  destroying  rather 
than  creating,  and  we  all  know  which  is  easier.  I  think  Westbrook  could  become  a 
defensive  force  by  the  end  of  a  season,  simply  relying  on  athleticism  and  speed.” 
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When  Mason’s  boyfriendj^ikf^iHsh  her  with  Angel,  she  didn’Vkho%«:wJiaUdla^lHis  shocked  ^ 
expression  wf  s  quicktyreplaced  by  a  lustful  grin,  however,  and  he  told  the  girls  that  the  only 
Why  toYiTake  up  for  their  secret  tryst  was  to  put  on  a  show  for  him.  After  a  sexy  smile  of  assent  from 
Angel,  the  tattooed  temptress  happily  brought  her  lover  to  a  passionate  climax  before  Angel 
returned  the  favor,  then  issued  an  unmistakable  invite  for  him  to  join  in  the  fun. 

Photographs  by  Misha 
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WE’RE  LOOKING  FORTHE 
HOTTEST  GIRLS  IN  AMERICA.  GO  TO 
PENTHOUSEMODELS.COM. 

SEE MOREOFANGELAND MASON 
AT  PENTHOUSE.COM/ANGELANDMASON. 
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guess  I’ve  been  a  prankster  my  entire  life,  but  I  didn’t 
think  my  experience  with  pranks  was  all  that  unique 
until  I  moved  to  New  York  City  in  July  of  2001,  after 
graduating  from  the  University  of  North  Carolina  at 
Chapel  Hill  with  a  degree  in  dramatic  art;  I  was  22  years 


old.  I  followed  in  the  footsteps  of  most  everyone  I  knew  who  had 
graduated  in  the  years  prior  to  me;  I  moved  to  the  city  with  no  real 
plan  other  than  to  “be  an  actor.” 

Exactly  four  weeks  after  I  had  arrived  in  New  York,  my  friend 
Brandon  Arnold  came  up  to  visit.  I  had  done  improv  with  him  at 
UNC,  and  he  was  a  notorious  prankster  and  all-around  hilarious 
guy.  We  hadn’t  seen  each  other  in  a  pretty  long  time,  and  as  he 
greeted  me  the  first  thing  he  said  was,  “What’s  up,  Ben  Folds?” 
Ben  Folds,  of  course,  is  the  musician  who  rose  to  fame  with  his 
band  Ben  Folds  Five  in  the  nineties  and  who  was  on  the  cusp 
of  releasing  his  first  solo  album  in  2001.  Apparently,  Brandon 
thought  my  outfit,  a  red  and  white  plaid  shirt,  made  me  look  like 
the  rock  star. 

Now,  I  didn’t  think  I  looked  anything  like  Folds  apart  from  the 
fact  that  we  were  both  white,  had  dark  hair,  grew  up  in  the  South, 
and  were  under  40,  but  at  the  time  I  was  so  excited  to  be  in  New 
York  that  I  was  down  foranything.  “Forthe  rest  of  the  night.  I’m 


Ben  Folds,”  I  told  Brandon.  We  tested  out  my  likeness  in  a  bar  in 
the  East  Village.  We  entered  separately,  and  after  ten  minutes  of 
me  drinking  alone,  Brandon  approached  and  identified  me  as  the 
famous  pianist.  Before  we  knew  it  a  gaggle  of  British  girls  were 
snapping  photos  and  asking  for  autographs. 

We  realized  that  Ben  Folds  had  the  perfect  level  of  celebrity 
to  imitate.  Most  folks  knew  who  he  was,  but  only  his  true  fans 
would  be  familiar  with  his  face.  The  experiment  was  so  successful 
that  we  decided  to  repeat  it  the  next  night.  Our  friend  Jon 
Karpinos  joined  us  as  we  made  a  second  attempt  at  a  West 
Village  bar.  I  again  sat  alone  at  the  bar  and  drank  quietly,  this  time 
for  20  minutes.  Brandon  and  Jon  ate  a  meal  on  the  other  side 
of  the  room  and  then  approached  me  to  request  an  autograph. 
The  moment  they  walked  away,  I  instantly  became  Ben  Folds  to 
everyone  in  that  bar. 

The  two  girls  sitting  next  to  me,  who  hadn’t  once  glanced  my 
way,  immediately  turned  around  and  became  my  new  best 
friends.  As  the  story  spread,  others  in  the  bar  approached  and 
asked  for  autographs  and  posed  for  photos.  Brandon  and  Jon 
became  increasingly  rowdy  fans  and  were  eventually  kicked  out 
of  the  bar  for  “stealing  Ben  Folds’  wallet.”  The  bartender  gave  me 
free  drinks  to  apologize  for  their  behavior. 
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The  whole  scene  had  lasted  nearly  three  hours  and  had  been 
a  total  blast,  not  only  for  us,  but  also  for  the  barful  of  people  who 
had  a  crazy  encounter  with  a  celebrity.  We  never  broke  character 
to  reveal  it  had  all  been  a  lie— instead  we  chose  to  give  everyone 
in  the  bar  an  interesting  story  about  the  night  they  met  a  rock  star 
and  helped  him  get  his  wallet  back  from  a  drunkfan. 

I  had  moved  to  New  York  to  be  an  actor,  but  quickly  realized 
that,  for  a  recent  college  graduate,  being  an  actor  meant 
answering  phones  all  day  and  sending  head  shots  to  people  who 
would  toss  them  in  the  trash  before  even  opening  the  envelope. 
Rather  than  wait  for  some  sort  of  mythical  “big  break,”  I  decided 
I’d  make  all  of  New  York  my  stage  and  perform  anywhere  and 
everywhere.  Pretending  to  be  a  celebrity  in  a  bar  wasn’t  the  type 
of  acting  I  studied  in  college,  but  it  sure  as  hell  was  a  lot  of  fun. 

I  decided  to  write  down  my  Ben  Folds  story  and  put  it 
on  a  website  to  share  with  friends.  I  named  the  site  “Improv 
Everywhere,”  called  our  prank  a  “mission,”  and  the  three  of  us 
involved  “agents.”  The  term  “prank”  just  didn’t  seem  quite  right 
for  what  we  had  done. 

Having  a  website,  of  course,  inspired  me  to  cause  more  scenes. 
As  we  got  better  and  better  at  pulling  them  off,  we  realized  we  had 
stumbled  onto  a  new  idea:  pranks  that  didn’t  need  a  victim.  It  was 
very  easy  to  cause  a  scene  by  getting  into  some  type  of  argument 
or  conflict  (as  we  did  in  the  bar  when  Ben’s  fans  stole  his  wallet).  It 
was  much  more  challenging  to  come  up  with  ideas  that  actually 
gave  the  people  we  encountered  a  good  experience— an  amazing 


story  they  could  tell  for  the  rest  of  their  lives.  Here’s  a  behind-the- 
scenes  look  at  one  of  the  missions  that  made  us  famous.  I  hope  you 
enjoy  it,  and  I  hope  to  see  you  at  the  next  one. 

No  Pants!  Subway  Ride  2002:  “This  Is  Not  the  Opera  House!” 

For  the  No  Pants!  Subway  Ride’s  maiden  voyage,  I  invited  six 
agents  to  join  me  as  pantsless  passengers.  The  plan  was  to  get 
on  subway  car  A  together,  and  each  time  the  train  pulled  in  to 
a  station,  one  of  us  would  remove  his  pants  and  throw  them  at 
Agent  Julia  Cassis  while  pretending  not  to  know  her.  When  the 
train  made  its  next  stop,  the  pantsless  agent  would  exit  car  A, 
walk  down  the  platform,  and  enter  car  B.  Once  in  car  B,  we  would 
just  ride  without  our  pants  and  act  completely  normal.  After 
riding  in  our  boxers  or  briefs  for  several  stops.  Agent  Cassis 
would  enter  car  B  and  would  sell  us  back  our  pants  for  $1. 

On  the  day  of  the  mission,  we  all  boarded  the  train  together, 
confident  that  we  were  in  for  quite  an  adventure.  One  by  one,  we 
started  taking  off  our  pants  and  hurling  them  at  Agent  Cassis. 

The  bizarre  scene  we  created  on  the  train  perplexed  our  fellow 
subway  passengers. 

“Some  agents  threw  their  pants,  some  agents  tossed,  and 
some  agents  put  them  firmly  in  my  hands,”  Agent  Cassis  said, 
“but  each  time  I  acted  more  and  more  pissed  off  and  started 
muttering  to  myself  about  how  ridiculous  it  was.  Eventually,  I 
averted  my  eyes,  but  pants  kept  landing  on  my  head.  For  the 
last  agent,  I  walked  away  and  tried  to  ignore  him,  but  he  came 
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up  to  me  and  put  the  pants  in  my  hands.  People  on  the  car  were 
snickering,  everyone  was  watching,  and  some  people  were  trying 
to  ignore  it.”  One  man  nudged  his  wife,  pointed  at  Agent  Jesse 
Good  as  he  removed  his  pants,  and  said,  “Honey,  look!”  His  wife 
rolled  her  eyes  at  him  and  explained,  “Honey,  it’s  New  York." 

Each  pantsless  agent  made  the  mad  dash  along  the  bitter 
cold  underground  platform  (this  is \v\  January)  from  subway 
car  A  to  car  B,  one  at  every  stop.  At  the  first  stop.  Canal  Street, 

I  entered  car  B  wearing  my  heavy  winter  coat,  a  hat,  a  scarf, 
and  gloves  on  top— and  my  chartreuse  boxers  with  bright  red 
ladybugs  on  the  bottom.  I  sauntered  into  the  middle  of  the  car 
and  checked  the  map.  Every  head  in  the  car  turned  and  looked  at 
me  with  surprise,  but  no  one  commented.  At  Spring  Street,  the 
next  stop.  Agent  Good,  wearing  a  winter  coat  and  blue  polka-dot 
boxers,  waltzed  into  the  car.  Two  Danish  tourists  guffawed,  while 
others  on  the  train  were  straining  to  hold  back  laughs.  Agent 
Richard  Lovejoy,  wearing  sunglasses  and  Hawaiian-themed 
boxers,  entered  the  car  at  Bleecker  Street.  The  Danish  tourists 
again  erupted  into  uncontrollable  laughter. 

Back  in  car  A,  agents  were  still  taking  their  pants  off  and 
chucking  them  at  Agent  Cassis,  who  was  collecting  them  in  a  bag. 

As  the  train  kept  heading  uptown,  agents  Andy  Schnetuer,  Todd 
Robertson,  Chris  Nadan,  and  Dave  Willner  all  tookoff  their  pants, 
gave  them  to  Agent  Cassis,  and  then  ran  up  to  car  B  in  their 
underwear.  “People  started  saying,  ‘Who’s  next?’  while  looking 
around  eagerly  as  the  mission  went  on,”  Agent  Cassis  said.  “As  I 
left,  I  said  sourly,  ‘Anybody  else  have  any  more  pants  you  want  to 
throw  at  me?  Jesus  Christ!’  ”  By  the  time  we  reached  28th  Street, 
there  were  seven  passengers  riding  the  train  in  their  underwear. 

As  the  train  pulled  in  to  33rd  Street,  a  man  grinning  ear-to-ear 
approached  me.  “Is  there  a  Man  Without  Pants  convention  today 
or  something?”  he  asked. 

“I  don’t  think  so.” 

“So  you  guys  aren’t  going  to  a  convention?” 

“I’m  not.  I  don’t  know  these  guys,”  I  said. 

“Well,  take  it  easy,”  he  said,  exiting  the  train. 

“You  too,”  I  said.  “It’s  cold  out.” 

“Yeah!  For  you!”  the  man  said,  bursting  into  a  laughing  fit. 

One  by  one,  vje  started  taking 
off  omnants  and  hurling  them  at 
Jfgent^Oassis.  The  bizarre  scene 
we  created  on  the  train  perpl&aed 
our  fellow  subway  passengers. 


defended  the  pantsless  riders  against  the  increasingly  annoyed 
couple.  “I  don’t  think  this  qualifies  as  a  public  nuisance,”  the 
woman  interjected.  “I  thinkthisqualifiesasa  ‘happening’  ora 
piece  of  performance  art,  i.e.,  from  the  sixties.  That’s  exactly  what 
this  is,  and  you  just  have  to  accept  it  and  move  on.” 

“Honey,”  the  man  interrupted,  “you’re  forgetting  that  this  is  not 
the  opera  house!  This  is  the  subway!” 

“It  doesn’t  take  place  in  the  opera  house,  honey”  she  said.  “It 
can  happen  right  here,  in  a  public  place.” 

“You’re  full  of  shit,”  the  man  announced.  “I  hope  you  all  get 
colds!”  Shortly  thereafter,  the  couple  exited  the  train. 

Once  every  agent  had  purchased  his  pants  from  Agent  Cassis, 
we  got  off  the  train  at  68th  Street,  still  pretending  not  to  know 
each  other.  The  mission  lasted  a  total  of  17  minutes. 


As  that  man  exited  the  train.  Agent  Cassis  walked  into  car  B 
holding  a  large  duffel  bag  full  ofour  pants.  “Pants!  Pants!”  she  cried 
out.  “Who  needs  pants?  One  dollar!  Only  one  dollar  for  pants!” 

“Perfect!”  Agent  Robertson  said,  reaching  for  his  wallet. 

“Got  to  have  exact  change!”  Agent  Cassis  said.  Soon,  all  the 
pantsless  agents  were  fumbling  through  their  coat  pockets, 
searching  fora  dollar  bill  to  buy  a  pair  of  pants. 

Every  passenger  on  the  train  seemed  to  be  thoroughly  enjoying 
our  joke  except  for  a  gay  couple  in  their  fifties,  who  were  holding 
hands  and  staring  at  us  grimly.  “Get  a  life,”  one  of  the  men  shouted 
at  me.  “What  you  are  doing?...  It’s  stupid.  Maybe  in  the  sixties  or 
seventies  it  would  have  been  funny,  but  today ...  it’s  embarrassing.” 

“Because  I  woke  up  this  morning  and  forgot  to  wear  pants?” 

I  asked. 

“And  youa//did.  You  a//didn’t  wear  them,”  he  said. 

“Oh,  I  don’t  know  those  guys,”  I  said  with  a  shrug.  “You’ll  have 
to  ask  them.” 

At  that  point,  a  young  woman  entered  the  argument  and 


No  Pants!  Subway  Ride  2006:  The  No  Pants  8 

The  first  No  Pants!  was  so  successful  that  I  decided  to  make  the 
pantsless  ride  an  annual  tradition.  Each  January,  more  and  more 
agents  participated.  By  the  time  the  fifth  No  Pants!  Subway  Ride 
rolled  around  in  2006,  the  day  had  acquired  all  of  the  emotions 
associated  with  a  real  holiday  for  me:  stress,  excitement,  joy, 
laughter,  and  a  tinge  of  nervousness. 

Once  all  of  the  participating  agents  arrived  at  our  meeting 
point  near  the  Brooklyn  Bridge,  I  took  a  head  count  of  160  agents. 
No  Pants!  2006  was  one  of  the  first  missions  I  pulled  off  where  I 
didn’t  know  many  of  the  participants  personally,  because  word  of 
the  event  spread  all  over  the  Internet.  It  was  quite  a  diverse  group 
of  agents:  one  agent  even  came  dressed  as  a  UPS  employee  (for 
all  I  know,  he  was  a  UPS  employee). 

With  everyone  gathered  outside  the  subway  stop,  I  picked  up 
my  megaphone  and  briefed  the  crowd  about  our  mission.  “The 
most  important  thing  is  for  everyone  to  keep  a  straight  face  and 
refuse  to  break  character,”  I  said.  “If  a  stranger  on  the  train  asks 
you  what  you  are  doing,  just  say  that  you  forgot  your  pants  and 
that  you  don’t  know  any  of  the  other  riders  without  pants.”  In  the 
past,  we’d  used  only  two  cars  on  the  train:  one  “staging  car”  for 
the  depantsing  and  one  “target  car”  for  riding  without  pants. 

This  year,  we  planned  to  use  all  ten  cars  on  the  subway  train- 
five  staging  and  five  target  cars.  The  agents  were 
divided  into  five  groups,  and  their  team  captains 
divided  their  groups  into  even  smaller  groups, 
assigning  everyone  a  particular  stop  where  they 
would  take  their  pants  off. 

As  in  years  past,  the  punch  line  of  the  No  Pants! 
Subway  Ride  is  that  all  agents  would  buy  their 
pants  back  from  a  “pants  seller”  on  the  train.  In  the 
staging  car,  agents  would  throw  their  pants  at  an 


agent  I  assigned,  then  in  the  target  car,  this  person  would  sell 
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everyone  back  their  pants  for  $1  a  pair.  “I  was  a  pants  seller,  or  as 
I  interpreted  \\i,  a  pants  hustler,  so  I  tried  to  dress  the  part,”  Agent 
Ben  Rodgers  said;  he  wore  an  oversize  parka  and  a  New  York 
Yankees  hat.  “Someone  selling  pants  on  the  subway,  I  imagined, 
would  look  similar  to  the  young,  urban  gentlemen  who  sell  candy 
for  basketball  uniforms,  class  trips,  or  to  ‘keep  themselves  out  of 
trouble.’  ”  With  all  of  the  agents,  team  captains,  and  pants  sellers 
in  place,  we  marched  over  to  our  subway  stop  and  boarded  the 
train,  ready  to  unleash  chaos,  joy,  and  our  pants. 

As  the  train  pulled  in  to  the  first  stop,  one  agent  in  each  of  the 
five  staging  cars  removed  his  or  her  pants  and  threw  them  on  the 
floor  or  at  the  agent  who  was  the  designated  pants  seller.  “As  the 
pants  started  flying  my  way,  I  nonchalantly  tucked  them  into  my 
duffel  bag,”  Agent  Susan  Gill,  a  pants  seller,  said.  “Tourists  took 
out  their  cameras  and  camera  phones  and  started  snapping  away 
as  more  and  more  pants  found  their  way  over  to  me.”  After  agents 
depantsed,  they  exited  the  staging  car  and  entered  the  target  car 
directly  in  front  of  it.  The  effect,  for  passengers  in  the  target  car,  is 
that  the  agents  have  been  waiting  for  the  train,  pantsless,  on  the 
platform  in  the  middle  of  January. 

At  the  second  stop  on  our  wild  ride,  another  single  agent 
shimmied  out  of  pants,  threw  them  to  the  floor,  and  hustled  up 
the  platform  into  the  target  car.  The  two  pantsless  agents  now 
riding  in  the  same  car  did  not  acknowledge  each  other.  All 
agents  were  instructed  to  behave  as  if  everything  was  normal. 
Some  agents  read  a  newspaper,  others  listened  to  their  iPods.  I 
pretended  to  fall  asleep. 

At  the  third  stop,  two  more  pantsless  agents  entered  the  target 
car.  Four  entered  at  the  fourth  stop,  and  then  groups  of  eight 
entered  at  each  consecutive  stop  until  everyone  had  depantsed. 
As  in  past  years,  our  charade  elicited  a  wide  range  of  reactions. 
Most  people  either  laughed,  smiled,  or  simply  ignored  us.  A 
few  of  the  less  jaded  passengers  desperately  tried  to  figure  out 
what  was  happening.  “A  little  kid,  about  five  or  six  years  old,  was 
trying  to  point  out  to  his  dad  that  a  girl  next  to  me 
had  no  pants  on,”  Agent  Nate  Shelkey  said.  “The 
dad  was  trying  to  ignore  it,  but  the  little  kid  kept 
pointing.  I  guess,  just  like  when  asked,  ‘Why  is  the 
sky  blue?’  the  dad  didn’t  have  an  easy  answer  to 
‘Why  is  that  lady  not  wearing  any  pants?’  ”  Some 
people  applauded  us  and  others  accosted  us.  (“You 
kids  think  you’re  pretty  funny,  don’t  you?”  one  man 
shouted.)  Throughout  it  all,  everyone  kept  a  straight 
face  and  kept  on  riding. 

As  soon  as  all  160  agents  had  their  pants  off,  the  pants  sellers 
came  through  the  cars  and  began  selling  the  agents  back  their 
own  pants  for  a  dollar.  Our  joke  was  met  with  laughter,  smiles,  and 
queries  from  a  few  curious  onlookers.  When  asked  why  he  wasn’t 
wearing  pants.  Agent  Gill  replied,  “Just  trying  to  pay  off  a  student 
loan.”  When  the  pants  sellers  entered  my  car  at  59th  Street,  I 
remember  thinking  thatthe  mission  was  running  a  little  bittoo 
smoothly;  we  still  had  several  stops  until  our  final  destination 
(125th  Street),  and  everyone  already  had  slipped  back  into  their 
pants.  When  a  pants  seller  tried  to  sell  me  my  pants,  I  politely 
declined  in  an  attempt  to  stretch  out  the  fun.  As  everyone  around 
me  started  putting  their  pants  back  on,  I  decided  to  take  another 
catnap  in  my  boxers  on  the  subway,  and  I  closed  my  eyes.  While 
I  was  trying  to  catch  40  winks,  I  noticed  that  the  train  hadn’t  left 
the  59th  Street  station  yet.  Curious  as  to  why  our  train  was  being 
held  in  the  station,  I  stood  up,  peeked  my  head  out  the  door,  and 
peered  down  the  platform.  My  heart  sank  when  I  saw  one  of  New 
York  City’s  finest,  a  burly  police  officer,  wreaking  havoc  on  the 
other  side  of  the  train. 

“What  is  being  protested  here?”  the  cop  demanded  to  know 
as  he  removed  pantsless  agents  from  the  train.  “We  just  forgot 


our  pants,”  I  heard  someone  say.  Clearly,  this  police  officer  did  not 
appreciate  the  joke.  The  cop  ran  over  to  the  conductor  driving 
the  train,  who  then  announced  on  the  PA,  “This  train  is  not  in 
service.  Everyone  please  exit  the  train  and  wait  for  the  next  one. 
Due  to  a  police  investigation,  this  train  is  out  of  service.”  Suddenly, 
total  chaos  broke  out  on  the  platform.  There  was  a  flurry  of 
frenzied  agents  desperately  trying  to  get  their  pants  back  from 
the  pants  sellers  and  onto  their  legs.  The  pack  of  journalists  and 
photographers  who  were  covering  the  event  emerged  from  the 
subway  and  besieged  the  cop  with  a  barrage  of  questions  and 
strobelike  flashbulbs.  Our  delicately  orchestrated  mission 
(which  hadn’t  been  causing  any  problems)  was  transformed  into 
a  chaotic  mob  scene  by  one  cop. 

The  police  officer  started  rounding  up  every  pantsless  subway 
rider  he  saw  and  called  for  backup.  Twenty-five  NYPD  cops  came 
barreling  down  into  the  subway  station.  “I  haven’t  run  that  hard 
since  the  academy!”  one  of  the  men  in  blue  shouted  as  he  arrived 
on  the  scene.  Many  of  the  officers  were  visibly  annoyed;  clearly 
nothing  illegal  was  going  on— it  wasjusta  bunch  of  people  in 
their  underwear.  There  was  a  group  of  basketball  players  on  the 
platform  who  were  showing  more  skin  than  we  were.  Yet  a  couple 
of  officers  started  detaining  pantsless  agents.  One  of  the  cops 
detaining  agents  was  named  Officer  Panton.  No  kidding.  Panton. 

The  eight  agents  caught  with  their  pants  down  were  lined  up 
against  a  wall  in  the  subway  station  by  the  mob  of  policemen. 

The  cops  slapped  handcuffs  on  six  of  the  agents  and  led  them 
upstairs  to  a  police  van  while  members  of  the  press  snapped 
pictures  and  shouted  questions.  The  other  two  agents  were  given 
tickets  on  the  spot  and  released. 

It’s  regrettable  when  the  police  get  involved  in  one  of  our 
missions,  especially  since  we’ve  never  done  anything  illegal,  and 
it  ends  up  just  being  a  waste  of  the  authorities’  time.  The  “No 
Pants  6”  were  taken  downtown  and  kept  in  custody  for  several 
hours.  The  two  other  agents  were  given  court  summonses  and 


“What  is  being pmtested  here?” 
the  cop  demanded  to  know. 

^We  just  forgot  our  pants”  I  heard 
someone  say.  Clearly,  this police 
ofScer  did  not  appreciate  the  pke. 
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free  from  harassment.  What  a  difference  a  year  makes!  Now, 
every  January,  two  police  officers  are  assigned  “No  Pants”  detail. 
Usually,  it’s  two  confused  cops  who  have  no  idea  that  they  are 
about  to  escort  hundreds  of  people  parading  around  without 
pants— the  NYPD  probably  uses  the  assignment  as  a  rookie 
initiation.  As  the  “No  Pants”  detail  rides  along  with  us,  a  few 
agents  usually  playfully  prod  the  cops  and  try  to  get  them  to  shed 
their  pants.  To  date,  the  police  have  always  politely  declined. 

In  2008,  the  number  of  riders  participating  in  our  pantsless 
odyssey  tripled  from  the  previous  year  to  a  whopping  900 
agents.  In  addition,  approximately  1,200  agents  participated 
in  nine  different  cities  spread  across  three  countries.  There 
were  pantsless  riders  on  Chicago’s  famous  aboveground  “L” 
train  (in  39  degree  weather!);  on  Washington,  D.C.’s  Metro  (the 
second-busiest  subway  system  in  the  U.S.,  after  New  York’s); 
Portland’s  MAX  train;  the  San  Francisco  Bay  Area’s  BART;  the 
Metro  in  Adelaide,  Australia  (where  it  was  summertime  and  a 
balmy  78  degrees  outside);  Boston’s  MBTA  train;  Baltimore’s 
Metro;  Toronto’s  subway;  and  Salt  Lake  City’s  TRAX  system.  In 
2009, 1,200  agents  braved  a  frigid  snowstorm  to  participate  in 
the  Eighth  Annual  No  Pants!  Subway  Ride.  In  addition  to  the 
scores  of  pantsless  New  Yorkers  that  year,  groups  in  22  cities  in 
eight  countries  joined  in  on  the  fun.  It’s  astounding  to  think  that 
what  started  as  a  silly  prank  has  morphed  into  an  international 
pantsless  movement. 

In  the  mission’s  first  year,  we  had  no  female  participants; 
now,  approximately  50  percent  of  the  pantsless  riders  are 
women.  No  Pants!  is  a  mission  that  attracts  agents  of  all  ages, 
races,  shapes,  and  sizes.  No  matter  how  many  people  participate, 
it  always  gets  the  same  reactions  from  those  we  encounter: 
laughter,  bewilderment,  indifference,  and  (rarely)  anger.  The 
most  rewarding  aspect  of  this  mission  is  that  it  brings  people 
together  in  a  strange  way,  and  many  of  the  participants  become 
friends  over  their  bonding  experience  without  pants.  The  event 
has  grown  so  big  that  last  year,  as  I  boarded  my  assigned  subway 
car  and  sat  waiting  for  the  train  to  move,  I  realized  that  I  didn’t 
know  a  single  agent  in  my  group.  We  were  all  strangers  to  each 
other.  In  many  ways,  we  were  just  like  a  normal  train  car,  a  bunch 
of  people  sitting  silently  and  ignoring  each  other.  The  key 
difference  was  that  we  all  knew  that  we  would  soon  be  seeing 
each  other  pantsless. 

MISSION:  ACCOMPLISHEDOF-b 


No  Pants!  2007  to  Present:  A  World  Without  Pants 

After  our  2006  No  Pants!  fracas  with  the  NYPD’s  boys  in  blue,  I 
was  concerned  that  the  cops  might  try  to  put  the  kibosh  on  any 
future  No  Pants!  subway  adventures.  The  year  following  our 
tangle  with  the  cops,  more  than  300  agents  (double  the  previous 
year’s  turnout)  showed  up  for  the  2007  No  Pants!  ride.  As  I  arrived 
at  the  meeting  point  to  start  the  mission,  I  was  devastated  to  see 
two  cops  blocking  the  entrance  to  the  station. 

“Are  you  here  to  shut  us  down?”  I  asked. 

“Nah,”  one  of  the  policemen  said  with  a  smile.  “We’ve  been 
assigned  ‘No  Pants’  detail.  We’re  here  to  make  sure  you  all  have  a 
safe  ride.” 

The  two  policemen  rode  with  us  for  the  duration  of  the  No 
Pants!  ride  and  made  sure  everyone  was  safe,  well-behaved,  and 


were  fined  $60  for  “walking  in  underware  [s/c]  and  causing  a 
publicalarm.”  Eventually,  all  eightticketed  agents  had  theircases 
dropped.  Six  of  them  had  to  appear  in  criminal  court  and  two  had 
to  appear  in  transit  court.  Officer  Panton  even  appeared  in  court 
and  testified  that  it  was  a  “fun  day.” 

The  arrests  became  a  major  media  story.  It’s  not  every  day 
that  the  NYPD  cracks  down  on  people  riding  the  subway  in  boxer 
shorts,  so  the  mission  made  headlines  across  the  country,  and  the 
Associated  Press  coverage  appeared  in  several  languages  and  in 
papers  around  the  world.  David  Letterman  even  made  a  reference 
to  the  pantsless  incident  two  nights  in  a  row  in  his  show’s  opening 
monologue:  “Yesterday  in  New  York  City,  eight  guys  were  arrested 
for  riding  on  the  subway  without  their  pants,”  Letterman  said. 
“How  many  times  have  you  been  on  the  subway  and  said,  ‘Wow! 

If  I  could  only  see  those  guys  without  their  pants!’  ” 


From  the  book  Causing  a  Scene:  Extraordinary 
Pranks  in  Ordinary  Places  With  Improv  Everywhere, 
by  Charlie  Todd  and  Alex  Scordelis.  Copyright  © 
2009  by  Charlie  Todd.  Reprinted  by  permission 
of  William  Morrow,an  imprint  of  HarperCollins 
Publishers. 
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While  mining  the  archives  in  preparation  for  next  month’s  40th  Anniversary  Issue, 
we  came  across  this  classic  pictorial  of  Pet  Jesse  Capelli  turning  a  dance  club 
into  her  own  private  ^trip  club.  We  couldn’t  in  good  conscience  wait  any  longerto 
•M  ‘|  ^^hare  these  stunning  images  with  the  world.  Enjoy! 


Photographs  by  Misha 
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WE’RE  LOOKING  FORTHE 
HOTTEST  GIRLS  IN  AMERICA.  GO  TO 
PENTHOUSEMODELS.COM. 
SEE  MORE  OF  JESSE  AT 
PENTHOUSE.COM/CLUBCAPELLI. 


workingstHf 


Supemiari^  Sex 

For  one  grocery-store  manager,  checkout  girls  are  a  job  perk. 

As  told  to  Ronnie  Koenig 


rocery-store 
manager  is  not  up 
there  on  any  list  of 
“sexiest  jobs,”  but 
maybe  it  should  be. 
During  my  years  as 
the  manager  of  an  individual  store 
that  was  part  of  a  large  chain,  I  had 
someof  the  best  sexof  my  life.  My 
favorite  thing  was  getting  blowjobs 
from  the  hot,  young  cashiers. 

One  of  my  most  memorable 
experiences  was  with  Selena,  an  18- 
year-old  girl.  She  was  Hispanic,  with 
long,  curly  hair.  She  would  wear  long 
skirts  with  no  underwear  to  work.  The 
first  time  I  called  her  into  the  front 
office,  she  closed  the  door  behind 
her  and  we  started  kissing.  I  took  my 
cock  out  and  she  was  on  it  like  a  pro. 
She  sucked  me  dry,  then  went  back  to 
ringing  upcustomersas  if  nothing  had 
happened. 

The  second  time  I  called  her  into 
the  office,  a  week  later,  I  pulled  up  her 
skirt  and  was  surprised  to  see  that 
not  only  was  she  naked  underneath, 
she  was  also  soaking  wet.  I  bent  her 
over  the  desk  and  slid  my  cock  into 
her,  right  there  during  store  hours. 
Unfortunately,  another  cashier  paged 
me  to  do  an  override.  I  pulled  my 
pants  up  and  put  on  a  smock  from  the 
meat  department  to  hide  my  raging 
hard-on.  If  anyone  noticed,  they  didn’t 
say  a  thing.  When  I  got  back  to  the 
office,  Selena  finished  me  off  with  a 
nice,  slow  blowjob  and  I  came  in  her 
mouth.  I  loved  the  idea  of  her  out 
there  at  the  register  with  a  mouthful  of 
my  come.  I  thinkshe  did,  too. 

Being  in  a  position  of  authority,  I 
knew  that  my  employees  looked 
up  to  me,  especially  the  female  ones. 

If  a  new  employee  needed  help  with 
her  training,  I  was  always  available. 
When  Jane,  a  recently  divorced 
mother  of  two  in  her  forties,  started 
with  us,  I  knew  she  was  struggling. 

I  offered  to  meet  her  at  the  store 
early  in  the  morning  to  go  over  the 
computer  system.  Even  though  she 
was  a  good  ten  years  older  than  I  was, 
this  woman  was  a  knockout.  She  had 
a  huge  pair  of  tits  and  wore  low-cut 
shirts  with  tight  jeans.  As  I  instructed 
her  on  the  register,  I  accidentally 


bumped  into  her  chest.  Her  face 
turned  red  and  she  said  her  big  tits 
were  always  getting  in  the  way.  I  told 
her  I  didn’t  mind  and  would  love  to 
see  them.  She  hesitated  for  a  second, 
but  there  was  no  one  around,  so  she 
lifted  up  her  shirt— bra  and  all— and 
out  spilled  her  perfect  rack.  I  started 
sucking  on  her  nipplesand  pinching 
them  really  hard,  which  made  her 
moan.  Jane  pulled  down  her  jeans, 
and  I  lifted  her  onto  the  conveyor 
belt  and  got  on  top  of  her.  I  wanted 
to  fuck  her  so  bad,  but  I  knew  there 
wasn’t  time.  Instead  I  jerked  myself 
off,  coming  all  over  her  big,  beautiful 
tits.  After  that  morning  we  started 
dating,  until  she  eventually  gotajob 
at  a  law  firm. 

My  buddies  envy  me  for  getting  it 
on  at  work.  The  really  perverted  ones 
want  to  know  if  I  ever  do  anything 
kinky  with  the  food.  And  the  answer. 

Pulling  up  her  dress, 
she  stuck  the  tip  of  the 
zucchini  inside  her. 
I  just  about  expioded 
when  I  saw  that. 


of  course,  is  yes.  I  was  dating  this 
woman  Rose,  who  I  knew  from 
outside  of  work.  One  night  before 
closing  she  came  to  pick  me  up.  I  was 
busy  counting  money  and  closing  up, 
so  I  didn’t  really  pay  attention  to  what 
she  was  doing.  When  I  looked  up,  she 
was  sitting  in  the  chair  across  from 
my  desk  with  a  basket  of  vegetables. 
She  pulled  out  a  zucchini  and  started 
licking  it  up  and  down,  making  it  really 
wet.  Pulling  up  her  dress,  she  moved 
her  panties  to  the  side  and  stuck  it 
inside  her,  just  the  tip.  I  just  about 
exploded  when  I  saw  that.  After  she 
finished  putting  on  her  little  show,  I  lay 
down  on  the  floor  and  told  her  to  get 
on.  She  rode  me,  and  I  made  her  come 
several  times. 

But  myall-time  favorite  thing  to 
do  at  work  was  to  stop  the  security 
cameras  from  recording,  but  keep 
the  one  in  the  office  rolling,  so  I  could 
watch  myself  getting  blown  on  all  four 
TV  monitors.  There  I  would  be  sitting, 
my  pants  off  and  my  cock  getting 
sucked  by  some  little  slut.  I’d  look  up 
at  the  monitors  and  watch  as  the  girl’s 
head  moved  up  and  down  and  think, 

I  have  the  best  job  in  the  world!  Then 
I  would  shoot  my  load  and  send  her 
back  to  work.04— E 
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Zencore  Plus®  -  The  next  generation  of  natural  male  enhancement. 


Works  in  45  minutes  or  less  Lasts  up  to  24  hours  And  it%  FREE! 


If  you  think  that  all  male  enhancement  formulas  are  the  same, 
just  ask  Curt  B.  of  Scottsdale,  Arizona.  "My  problem  started  a  few 
years  ago.  I  was  no  longer  able  to  sustain  a  hard,  firm  erection 
and  my  libido  was  just  not  the  same." 

'V/nen  the  new  prescription  medications  came  out,  I  was 
excited.  But  it  soon  became  clear  that  I  couldn't  deal  with  all  the 
nasty  side  effects.  So  I  turned  to  the  over-the-counter  supplements, 
but  they  just  didn't  work. 

Works  the  first  time.  Every  time. 

Now  there's  good  news  for  millions  of  men  like  Curt.  Zencore 
Plus®  is  the  next  generation  of  powerful  sexual  performance 
supplements  that  really  work.  In  just  45  minutes  or  less,  you'll  be 
ready  to  go.  And  it  lasts  up  to  24  hours.  That's  an  entire  day  of 
around-the-clock  intense  sexual  pleasure! 

In  fact,  Zencore  Plus®  is  so  sure  that  it  will  work  the  first  time 
and  every  time  that  they  are  giving  away  a  free  sample  pack  to 
every  man  who  wants  to  experience  the  power  of  natural  male 
enhancement. 

Stamina  &  desire  trough  the  roof! 

The  secret  is  a  proven  combination  of  powerful  natural  herbs 
that  enhances  long,  lasting,  harder  and  firmer  erections  and 
boosts  sexual  stamina  and  energy.  "It  was  incredible,"  adds  Curt. 

"I  never  experienced  anything  like  that  before!" 

"I'm  in  my  early  40s,  but  it  was  like  I  was  1 9  again! 

I  was  finally  able  to  meet  the  challenge  of  my  very  passionate 
partner  and  prove  to  be  the  all-night,  untiring  lover  I  always 
wanted  to  be,"  added  Curt. 

No  adverse  side  effects 

Zencore  Plus®  uses  a  coumarin  called  "osthole"  which  stimulates 
the  production  of  nitric  oxide.  This  leads  to  the  production  of 
cGMP  which  ultimately  affects  the  smooth  muscle  relaxation  and 
allows  the  penile  arteries  to  expand  and  fill  with  blood.  So  you  get 
wider,  thicker  and  harder  and  firmer  erections  guickly. 

"Best  of  all,  I  had  no  adverse  reactions  or  side  effects  at  all. 
Zencore  Plus  is  all  natural  and  totally  safe  which  is  important  to 
me.  And  it  works  so  quickly,  I  couldn't  believe  it.  With  other 


products,  I  had  to  wait  30  days  to  get  results.  With  Zencore  Plus®, 
it  was  less  than  45  minutes." 

Delighted  users 

Shawn  from  New  York  says  "there  are  so  many  products 
on  the  market.  I'm  glad  I  was  able  to  find  yours.  It  works  quickly 
and  powerfully.  I  will  be  a  lifelong  customer." 

Ron  from  Seattle  adds  that  "I  love  your  product.  There  are  no 
side  effects." 

Peter  from  LA  says  "I'm  a  younger  guy  who  was 
embarrassed... but  now  I  feel  like  a  man  again!" 

Free  giveaway 

"Every  guy  has  problems  with  their  sexual  performance  at 
some  time  in  their  life.  Every  guy  should  make  the  call  and  get 
Zencore  Plus®.  You  have  absdutely  nothing  to  lose." 


The  Benefits  of  Zencore  Plus® 

•  Takes  only  45  nninutes  to  work 

•  Lasts  up  to  24  hours 

•  Pronnotes  stannina,  desire,  and  arousal 

•  Harder  &  firmer  erections 

•  Gives  you  back  your 
confidence 

•  No  adverse  side  effects 


For  your  FREE  SAMPLE  coll  now 

1-800-43 1  -8025 

www.GetZencore.com 


individual  results  may  vary.  These  statements  have  not  been  evaluated  by  the  FDA.  This  product  is  not  intended  to  diagnose,  treat,  cure,  or  prevent  any  disease. 


x-ratedvideo 


Never  let  it  be  said  that  Johnny  Bronx 
doesn’t  love  the  ladies.  He  especially 
loves  blondes,  those  beautiful 
creatures  who  look  so  angelic  and 
innocent  one  second  and  so  devil-in- 
disguise  fuckable  the  next.  And  that’s 
why  ol’  J.B.  is  loving  this  disc.  Jessica 
Lynn  and  Niko  start  things  off,  and 
from  the  second  Lynn  parts  her  thin 
thighs  and  shows  off  her  plump  pussy 
right  on  through  to  the  scene’s  butt¬ 
glazing  conclusion,  the  pair  generate 
a  palpableamountof  heat.  Tall  and 
tatted  Brooke  Banner  plays  a  chick 
mechanic  and  pulls  off  a  great  scene 
with  Evan  Stone,  who  bangs  her  on  the 
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hood  of  a  car  in  a  tit-slapping,  doggie¬ 
styling,  engine-revving  race  to  orgasm 
that  easily  holds  up  as  Best  in  Show. 
Covergirl  and  Penthouse  Pet  Jana 
Cova— looking  as  fine  as  ever— racks 
up  another  winner  with  Samantha 
Ryan  inagirl-girlerthatfindsthem 
banging  beaver  in  a  deserted  alleyway. 

If  you’re  into  blondes  as  well,  you’ve 
already  got  a  place  in  your  personal 
collection  set  aside  for  this  one.  If  you 
don’t,  what’s  yer  fuckin’  problem? 

Top:  Jessica  Lynn. 

Right:  Jana  Cova  and 
Samantha  Ryan. 


Penthouse  Forum 


LASTCALL 
Penthouse  Features 


Madelyn  Marie  stars  as  a  bartender 
who  tells  soon-to-be-married  bar 
patron  James  Deen  what  some 
people  do  on  their  last  night  of  single 
life.  Diana  Doll  and  Mackenzie  Pierce 
roll  out  the  story  as  a  pair  of  strippers 
hired  to  perform  at  a  bachelor  party— 
and  the  show  they  put  on  is  a  wild 
one  for  fans  of  girl-on-girl  action  and 
extreme  wet  shots.  Tori  Black’s  turn  as 
a  travel  agent  making  plans  for  a  client 
shows  her  making  some  plans  of  her 
own,  which  include  fucking  a  black 
stud  silly.  In  one  extremely  arousing 
moment,  she  rides  him  reverse  cow¬ 
girl  and  moans  while  his  long  shaft  fills 
her— and  it  becomes  obvious  just  how 
much  she  loves  her  job  (Black’s  taste 
for  black  dudes  is  well-documented). 

If  you  don’t  mind  a  bit  of  a  spoiler,  the 
titular  “last  call”  is  bartender  Marie 
banging  Deen  in  the  bar  until  he 
leaves  a  big  tip  all  over  her  tummy. 
(Guess  it  wasn’t  that  much  of  a  spoiler, 
huh?)  Good  stuff  all  around. 

Above,  from  left:  Mackenzie  Pierce 
and  Diana  Doll,  with  Aaron  Wilcoxxx; 

Ahryan  Astyn  and  Charles  Dera. 


By  Johnny  Bronx 


While  not  a  naughty  nurse  movie  per 
se.  Bedside  Manners  is  some  good 
medicine  indeed,  telling  the  story  of 
a  married  couple  (Anthony  Rosano 
and  Ahryan  Astyn)  rebuilding  their 
relationship  after  the  husband  is 
paralyzed  in  a  car  accident.  Ahryan  is 
a  curvy  blonde  bone-bender  who  gets 
plenty  efface  time  here,  appearing 
in  three  of  the  five  scenes,  as  well  as 
a  cunnilingus-only  coupling  in  which 
she  and  Rosano  watch  a  porn  flick 
together:  Lee  Stone  and  Harmony 
hand  in  a  high-octane  demonstration 
of  on-screen  hard-core  carnality  in 
the  scene-within-a-scene.  Stone 
and  Harmony  are  absolutely  on  fire: 
Harmony  takes  everything  the  buff 
Stone  throws  her  way,  including  a  hard 
doggie-style  pounding  and  some 
delightful  deep-throating.  Looking  for 
other  ways  to  supplement  their  sex  life, 
Rosano  hooks  up  Astyn  with  swingers 
Jessica  Bangkokand  T.  J.  Cummings, 
for  a  threesome  that  hubby  watches 
with  a  smile.  This  is  the  first  effort  I’ve 
seen  from  director  Diana  Devoe, 
and  I’ll  definitely  becoming  back  for 
more.04— n 


BEDSIDE  MANNERS 
Penthouse  Features 


The  World's 
Largest  Sex  & 
Swinger 
Personals 
Community 

Live  Nude 
MemberVideos! 

Real  people, 
live  video!  FREE  live, 
nude  \A/ebcams! 


Erotic 
Member  Photos! 

Millions  of  steamy 
photo  sets  from  sexy 
singles  and  couples! 

With  more  than 

20  million  members 

worldwide,  it's  easy 
to  find  live 
action  near  you! 


Join  at 

www.adultfriendfinder.com 

AdultFriendFinder  is  a  registered  trademark  of 
Various,  Inc  Models  depicted  in  photos.  Access  to  certain 
site  features  require  a  paid  membership. 
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The  Rhapsody  will  give  your  girl  many  hours  of  pleasure 

when  you’re  out  of  town— and  extra 

stimulation  during  lovemaking  when  you’re  around. 

By  Victoria  Zdrok,  Ph.D. 


V 


ith  the  economy 
in  the  tank, 
smart  shoppers 
are  looking 
for  bargains: 
as  always, 

Penthouse  comes  through.  The 
Rhapsody  dual-use  vibrator  has  the 
sleek,  metallic  bullet  shape  favored 
by  the  modern  woman,  but  when 
she  wants  to  feel  a  good  substitute 
for  your  penis  between  her  legs,  she 
can  slip  on  the  penile  sheath.  Next 
time  you’re  planning  to  be  away  for 
a  while,  give  her  the  Rhapsody  and 
call  her  for  some  hot  phone  sex.  Let 
her  warm  herself  up  with  the  buzzing 


bullet  on  her  clitoris  as  you  tell  her 
how  you  imagine  stroking  her  body 
all  over  with  your  hands  and  lips  while 
you  get  yourself  off.  Then,  when 
you’re  close  to  climaxing,  have  her 
insert  the  sheathed  vibe  inside  her 
and  tell  her  how  great  it  feels  when 
you  fuck  her.  It’s  a  guaranteed  mutual 
orgasm,  and  cheap,  too!  Check  it  out 
at  PenthouseStore.com. 
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NUMBERTHEORY 

Is  it  true  that  most  women  do  not  tell 
the  truth  about  the  number  of  sexual 
partners  they’ve  had?  At  least,  that’s 
what’s  happened  with  many  of  the 
women  /  have  met— they  all  initially 
withheld  information  about  how 
many  guys  they  had  fucked,  only  later 
confessing  to  all  their  sexual  exploits. 
So  how  many  men  does  the  average 
American  woman  sleep  with  In  her 
lifetime?  /  would  bet  most  women 
have  had  30  or  more  men  by  the  time 
they  reach  their  thirties. 

According  to  a  2007  national  survey, 
the  median  number  of  lifetime  female 
sexual  partners  for  men  was  seven; 
the  median  number  of  male  partners 
for  women  was  four.  You  are  obvi¬ 
ously  way  off— or  you  date  women 
who  are  way  above  average  in  their 
“sexploration”  quotient.  Statisticians 
say  that  the  number  of  sexual  partners 
ought  to  be  the  same,  on  average,  for 
any  large  group  of  men  and  women. 
But  most  surveys  find  that  men  report 
two  to  four  times  as  many  sexual 
partners  as  women  do.  Are  men  lying 
to  inflate  their  sexual  reputations? 

Are  women  lying  to  downplay  their 
sexual  experience?  This  suggests  that 
the  old  double  standard  in  which  men 
screw  anything  in  skirts  and  women 
remain  pure  until  marriage  isstill  alive 
in  our  sexual  subconscious. 

Some  psychologists  maintain 
that  most  men  and  women  don’t 
intentionally  misrepresent  their 
sexual  histories;  they  simply  use 
different  methods  to  estimate  the 
number  of  partners  they’ve  had. 
Apparently,  women  are  more  likely 
to  rely  on  specific  enumeration.  They 
tend  to  say,  “Well,  there  was  John, 
Tom,”  etc.  This  is  a  strategy  that 
typically  leads  to  underestimation, 
particularly  if  some  of  their  prior 
lovers  were  losers  they  would  rather 
forget.  Men  are  twice  as  likely  to  use 
rough  approximation  to  answer  the 
question:  “Well,  I  bang  about  a  dozen 
babes  a  year,  and  I’ve  been  scoring 
for  the  past  ten  years....”  Rough 
approximation  is  a  methodology 
known  to  produce  overestimation. 

Do  some  women  lie?  Sure— to 
protect  their  partner’s  ego  or  make 
themselves  look  less  promiscuous. 
You  seem  to  get  your  rocks  off  by 
convincing  yourself  that  all  women 
are  sluts.  Is  that  why  you  are  so 
concerned  about  finding  out  the  “real 
number”?  Stop  worrying  about  the 
notches  on  her  belt,  and  rejoice  that 
your  sorry  ass  is  getting  laid. 


NOTTOHERTASTE 

My  girlfriend  is  not  big  on  oral  sex.  It 
takes  a  lot  to  convince  her  to  give  me 
head.  When  she  does,  she  immediately 
stops  when  mypre-come  comes  out 
She  claims  it  doesn’t  taste  good  and 
makes  her  gag.  She  has  even  mentioned 
that  she  might  be  allergic  to  it  Is  that 
possible?  And  is  there  any  way  to  keep 
the pre-come  from  dripping  out  until  we 
have  intercourse?  /  love  getting  head  and 
would  do  anything  to  get  her  more  into  it 

It  is  highly  unlikely  that  your  girlfriend 
has  an  allergy  to  your  come.  Allergies 
to  semen  are  very  rare.  And  when 
they  do  occur,  the  allergic  reaction— 
whether  it’s  from  oral  sex  or  vaginal 
intercourse— is  accompanied  either 
by  a  rash  or  an  irritation.  Since  there 
is  no  way  of  keeping  pre-come  from 
leaking  out,  your  only  solution  to  the 
taste  issue  is  to  mask  it  by  donning  a 
condom  (you  can  opt  for  a  flavored 
one)or  periodically  dipping  your 
penis  in  chocolate  sauce  or  something 
else  that  will  appeal  to  her.  Drinking 
more  water  may  also  tone  down  the 


taste  and  thin  out  the  consistency  of 
your  pre-come. 

But  I  think  that  her  reluctance  to  go 
down  on  you  probably  has  some  psy¬ 
chological  roots— either  from  some 
childhood  indoctrination  about  oral 
sex  being  dirty,  or  possibly  a  negative 
earlier  experience.  Talking  about  her 
prior  experiences  might  bring  these 
issues  to  the  fore,  which  might  help  her 
get  over  her  inability  to  enjoy  giving 
you  oral.  Be  understanding,  and  let  her 
have  all  the  time  she  needs  to  work 
through  her  psychological  aversions. 
However,  if  she  says  she  has  blown  her 
prior  boyfriends  and  gobbled  down 
their  come  without  a  problem,  then 
she  must  be  having  some  ambivalence 
about  having  sex  with  you.  If  this 
is  the  case,  and  if  getting  head  is  that 
important  to  you,  you  are  better  off 
getting  a  new  girlfriend. ch—b 


GETTING  TO  ME!  IF  YOU  HAVE  A  QUESTION. 

A  STORY  A  SEX  TOY  FOR  ME.  OR  JUST  A  (NICE) 
COMMENT.  PLEASE  VISIT  PENTHOUSEMAGAZINE 
.COM/DRZ.  E-MAIL  ME  AT  VICTORIA@PENTHOUSE 
.COM.  OR  SEND  SNAIL  MAILTO  DR.  VICTORIA 
ZDROK.  PENTHOUSE,  20  BROAD  STREET.  14TH 
FLOOR.  NEW  YORK,  N.Y  10005. 
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SPECIAL  OFFER!  FREE  6  MONTHS  SUPPLY!  100%  MONEY  BACK  GUARANTEE! 
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LONGER,  THICKER,  HARDER 

>  Doctor  Approved  Pro+Plus  Pills.  The  World’s  Largest  Selling 
J  Penis  Enlargement  Pills  with  Over  35  Years  Experience. 


I  FEATURED  ON  20/20  TELEVISION.  SIZE  MATTERS.  LENGTH  AND 
GIRTH  ARE  IMPORTANT.  LARGER  IS  MORE  DESIRABLE. 


Penis  Enlargement  Up  To  5  Inches  And 
50%  Gain  In  Width  In  60  Days  Or  Less. 


Bross” 
S^anced  Formula 


YOU  CAN  HAVE  THE  SIZE  YOU  ALWAYS  WANTED. 

You  will  have  an  amazing  increase  in  length  and  thickness. 
Your  sex  partner  will  see  and  feel  how  thick,  long  and  hard  you 
are.  You  are  much  larger  now  and  you  will  penetrate  the  most 
sensitive  areas  of  the  woman  including  her  G-Spot.  These 
sensations  will  give  her  multiple  orgasms  and  give  you  the 
confidence  of  being  a  better  lover. 

WE  GUARANTEE  PENIS  ENLARGEMENT 
UP  TO  5  INCHES  IN  60  DAYS  OR  LESS. 


PRO+PLUS  PILLS  outperforms  all  other  brands  pills  and 
creams.  Compare  the  results  from  our  consumer  survey. 


5  Inches 
4  Inches 


3  Inches 


1 1nch 


5  Inches 
4  Inches 


Originfll  Formula  3 

2  Inches 
1 1nch 


CKEDIT  CARD  ORDERS 
TOUFREANfllME 

1-866-76S-Pia  (7455)  FAX  1.818-345-4643 
ONLINE  www.avidpromedical.com 
_ WWW j)roj)[usmedical.co^ 


WE  GUARANTEE  PERMANENT  ENLARGEMENT 
ONLY  WITH  PRO+PLUS  PILLS. 

The  exclusive  ingredients  of  PRO+PLUS  PILLS  not  found 
in  other  brands  makes  it  possible  for  you  to  maintain  your 
enlargement  PERMANENTLY.  Your  new  larger  size  can  be 
a  part  of  you  forever.  Continue  to  take  PRO+PLUS  PILLS 
to  reach  your  maximum  potential  and  maintain  your  sexual 
stamina  and  performance. 

INCREASES  SIZE,  STRONGER  ERECTIONS  AND 
MAINTAINS  YOUR  SEXUAL  VIRILITY. 
PRO+PLUS  PILLS  are  a  natural,  non-prescription  herbal 
enlargement  formula.  We  also  include  the  same  type  of  herbs 
found  in  Polynesia  where  some  men  have  sex  3  times  a  night, 
every  night.  We  guarantee  your  sexual  performance  can 
improve  substantially.  PRO+PLUS  PILLS  boosts  your  sexual 
energy,  stamina  and  endurance.  Never  go  soft  again  and  you 
will  stop  premature  ejaculations. 


100%  MONEY  BACK  GUARANTEE! 
IF  YOU  ARE  NOT  COMPLETELY  SATISFIED, 
RETURN  YOUR  ORDER  WITHIN  2  MONTHS 
AND  RECEIVE  A  FULL  100%  REFUND. 


LETTERS  FROM  SATISFIED  CUSTOMERS. 

I’m  8  inches  and  much  thicker.  My  girl  friend  wants  it  all  the 
time.  She  doesn’t  know  how  I  did  it.-L.D.  Nevada 
I  have  always  been  considered  small,  4  inches.  My  enlargement 
now  is  8  Inches  from  the  Advanced  Formula.-T.C.  Illinois 


Other  Brands 

30  Days  60  Days  240  Days  360  Days 

TRIPLE  ACTION 

QUICK  ABSORPTION  FAST  ACTING  RAPID  RELEASE 
WHICH  FORMULA  IS  BEST  FOR  YOU? 
PRO+PLUS  PILLS  ADVANCED  FORMULA 
Our  exclusive  advanced  formula  for  men  with  a  form  of 
HYPOSPADIAS  or  small  penis  since  they  were  young.  Size 
now  is  less  than  6  inches  and  need  a  guarantee  of  accelerated 
enlargement  to  reach  a  much  larger  size.  Can  also  be  used 
by  men  larger  than  6  inches  and  need  guaranteed  maximum 
enlargement. 

PRO+PLUS  PILLS  ORIGINAL  FORMULA 

This  formula  is  for  men  who  are  now  6  inches  or  more  and  want 

to  be  guaranteed  maximum  enlargement. 

WHAT  WILL  PRO+PLUS  PILLS  DO  FOR  YOU? 

•  A  longer,  thicker  penis  enlargement  up  to  5  inches  or 
more  and  width  up  to  50%. 

•  Erections  when  you  want  them.  Rock-hard  bigger 
erections  every  time. 

•  A  longer  and  thicker  penis  even  when  you  are  not 
hard.  Because  there  is  more  blood  flow,  your  penis 
‘hangs’  larger  all  day. 

•  Enjoy  powerful,  intense  orgasms.. 

•  Reduce  recovery  time  between  sexual  intervals. 

•  Permanent  results  if  taken  continuously  for  3  to  4 
months  and  followed  by  a  maintenance  program. 


MORE  DOCTOR  APPROVED  SUPER  FORMULAS 

SPECIAL  OFFER!  ONLY  $25.00  EACH  OR  FREE  WITH  ORDER  OF  PRO+PLUS. 


SEXCITER  FOR  WOMEN  MAKES  WOMEN  BEG  YOU  FOR  SEX! 

Can  be  taken  by  mouth  or  put  in  any  liquid  without 
detealon,  but  you  should  oet  her  permission.  She  will 
become  wild,  untamed  and  desire  to  have  sex  with  you. 
SEXCITER  FOR  WOMEN  includes  special  ingredients 
designed  to  quickly  speed  up  her  desire  for  sex. 

Our  SEXCITER  FOR  MEN  increases  the  male  sex  drive. 

“My  girlfriend  says  it  was  the  best  sex  she  ever  had." 

J.W.  Arizona. 

"Sexf  iter  for  men  gives  me  the  urge  for  sex  every  time  I 
■  use  It."  LF.  Oklahoma 
SEXerrER  TO  EXerrE  women:  130  doses. 

Reg.  $49.95  NOW  ONLY  $25.00 
SEXCITER  TO  EXCITE  MEN:  1 30  doses. 

Keg.  S49.95  NOW  ONI  Y  S75.00 

ULTRA  PERFORM  EREGION  CREAM 

(apply  directly  lo  the  penis) 

Increases  blood  flow  only  to  the  penis  for  harder,  thicker 
erections.  Creates  the  most  powerful  erection  you  will  ever  have. 

Heightens  sensations  with  Intense  orgasms. 
Increases  your  sexual  performance.  As  an 
added  feature  you  can  help  stop  premature 
ejaculations. 

‘You  have  the  right  name  tor  it.  I  perform  like 
I’m  20  and  I  just  turned  67."  R.C.  Florida 

ULTRA  PERFORM  ERECTION  CREAM 
2  oz.  jar.  Reg.  $49.95  Now  only  $25.00. 
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SEXUALLY  AHRACT  WOMEN  INSTANTLY  WITH  ATTRACT-A-MATE! 
PHEROMONES  CAN  MAKE  YOU  A  WANTED  AND  DESIRED  MAN! 

Used  like  cologne  or  after-shave  the  Pheromone  fr^rance 
drives  women  to  you  and  makes  you  irresistible  You  will  ignite 
her  wildest  sexual  desires.  It's  done  by  scent  alone,  you  don't 
have  to  say  a  word.  Other  men  will  envy  your  power.  Only  you 
know  the  secret  You  will  be  amazed  how  beautiful  women 
will  become  passionate  &  desire  to  have  sex  with  you.  Rated 
the  Number  One  Pheromone  at  any  price. 

'I  pul  it  on  &  it  attracts  wonrxen  like  a  magnet  It  turns  women 
I  on  &  they  can't  figure  it  out."  H.S.  Indiana 
1  ATTRACT-A-MATE  "W“;To  aUiact  women. 

40  applications  Reg.  $49.95  NOW  ONLY  $25.00 
ATTRACT-A-MATE  "M“:  To  anract  men. 

40  applications  Reg.  $49.95  NOW  ONLY  $25.00 

SUPER  V  PILLS  FOR  MEN 

The  Viagra  Natural  alternative  that  will  give  you  harder.  Longer 
lasting  tlirobbiny  erectiuns  and  none  of  tlie  "little  blue  pills"  side 
1  effects.  Taken  just  before  sex  the  professional  strength 
'  SUPER  V  Pills  makes  it  possible  for  you  to  obtain  and 
maintain  a  super  hard  erection.  Young  or  old  at  any 
age  you  can  have  rock  hard  erections  and  stronger 
'  climaxes.  Gain  control  of  your  erections  and  put  an  end 
to  pre-mature  ejaculations  and  reduce  the  recovery  time 
between  sexual  intervals.  Super  V  supercharges  Ihe 
body’s  production  of  testosterone  to  restore  sexual  virility. 
Now  you  can  take  your  partner  to  new  levels  of  sexual 
''  satisfaction. 

30  Pills  Reg.  $49.95.  NOW  ONLY  $25.00 


SEND  ORDER  FORM  AND  PAYMENT  TO: 
AVID  PRO  MEDICAL  dept.  98P5A 
Box  1835  North  Hollywood,  CA  91614 

CREDIT  CARD  ORDERS  ONLY  Toll  Free  Anytime 
1-866-765-PILL  (7455)  or  FAX  1-818-345-4643 
Phone  &  Credit  Card  Orders  specify  PRODUCTS  AND  DEPT,  (shown  above, 
next  to  company  name) 

□  Check  □  Money  Order  GCash  GVisa  □  MasterCard 

□  Aiiieritdii  Express  □  Discover 


CREDIT  CARD  NO. 


EXPIRES;  Month/Year  CVS  CODE  3-digit  Security  Code  found  on  back 
of  card  or  4-dlglts  on  front  of  American  Express 
PRO+PLUS  ADVANCED  FORMULA 

□  30  Days  Supply  Plus  30  Days  Supply  Free 

Total  60  days  supply . Only  $60.00  $ _ 

□  60  Days  Supply  Plus  60  Days  Supply  Free 

Total  120  days  supply  . Only  $110.00  S _ 

n  1 20  Days  Supply  Plus  1 20  Days  Supply  Free 

Total  240  days  supply . Only  $160.00  $ _ 

□  180  Days  Supply  Plus  180  Days  Supply  Free 

Total  360  days  supply . Only  $210.00  $ _ 

PRO+PLUS  ORIGINAL  FORMULA 

□  30  Days  Supply  Plus  30  Days  Supply  Free 

Total  60  days  supply . Only  $50.00  $ _ 

□  60  Days  Supply  Plus  60  Days  Supply  Free 

Total  120  days  supply . Only  $90.00  $ _ 

□  120  Days  Supply  Plus  120  Days  Supply  Free 

Total  240  days  supply . Only  $130.00  S _ 
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I  dndy&peaches 

sapphic 

summer 

After  another  long  day  of  work  at 
the  amusement  park,  Cindy  and  Peaches 
head  home  to  escape  the  heat.  Time 
to  get  out  of  those  sweaty,  sticky  clothes 
and  into  some  sweet,  sticlw  action. 


122  PENTHOUSE.COM 


126  PENTHOUSE.COM 


As  Peaches  tastes 
every  inch  of  her  body, 
Cindy  rubs  her  own 
clit  through  her  white 
cotton  panties,  unable 
to  wait  any  longer  to 
relieve  the  tension  from 
the  waves  of  impending 
ecstasy  coursing 
through  her  body. 


/ 


/ 


\  Pulling  Cindy  down,Peaches— 
licks  harder  and  faster ' 
at  Cindy’s  core,  causing  her 
.  '  friendtociimax...and 
quickly  climax  again.  Then, 
after  taking  a  moment  to 
catch  her  breath,  Cindy  puts 
Peaches  in  the  hot  seat. 


^  > 

.  -£),  I 

..a  , 

xf  .  ' 
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again  with  one  long 
simultaneous  moan.  Sure, 
they  have  to  spend  their 
days  out  i  n  the  hot  sun  if  they 
hope  to  pay  their  tuition 
bills  in  the  fall,  but  at  home 
they  can  spend  the  long, 
hot  summer  in  a  much  more 
satisfying  way. 


WE'RE  LOOKING  FOR  THE 
HOTTEST  GIRLS  IN  AMERICA.  GO  TO 
PENTHOUSEMODELS.COM. 

SEE  MORE  OF  CINDY  AND  PEACHES 
ATPENTHOUSE.COM/CINDYANDPEACHES. 
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NOW! 

The  premier 
online  adult  store 
for  one-stop 
shopping ...  with  a  huge 
selection  of  toys,  DVDs, 
novelties,  apparel, 
books,  jewelry,  and 
Video-on-Demand. 


.COM 


Reach  nearly  3.1  nnillion  readers  through  our  exclusive 
special  advertising  page.  For  information  call  Elysia  Bandongat 
212-702-6152  or  email  ebandong(a)ffn.com. 


INCREASE  EJACULATE  VOLUME 

EXPERIENCE  STRONGER  ORGASMS 

Developed  in  Sweden,  the  all  natural  Ropex" formula  Is  recommended  by 
European  and  Aslan  doctors  for  the  improvement  of  sexual  function, 

Used  by  over  5  million  men  worldwide  *  < 

as  well  as  by  Porn  Stars  to  Increase  i\  j  , — ^  /  a  \ 

ejaculate  volume  and  intensify  orgasms.  The  ortgli^ Swedish  roped  formula 


Order  at:  www.RopexUSA.com 

or  call  toll  free  (888)  799  8979 

Amex.  MC.  Visa.  Discover  snd  Send  to:  New  Generation  Labs 
check^  mall  accepted.  1 2905  S.W.  1 32  Street,  Suite  4 

Miami,  FL  33186 


1  Ropex:  $39.95+$8.95  shipping  *  $48.90 
Special  Offer:  order  2  Ropex,  receive  3  bottlesi 
$79.90+$7.95  shipping  =  $87.85 


I  MEN  WANTED! 


IN  YOUR  AREA! 


HEY  GUYS! 

MAKE  $$$  for 

“SPECIAL  SERVICES" 
$750  per  week 

possible.  We  provide 
names,  addresses  and 
photos.  Send  $1  for 
info  to  ROYCE  (Attn. 
Lori)  51 52  Sepulveda 
Blvd  #200-P5 
Sherman  Oaks.  CA 
91403-1154 

I  on  ffw  weA  www.royc90fders.com 


Height  Increasing  Shoes 

Height  increasing  shoes  can  make 
you  4.25”  taller  instantly.  Hidden 
heel  technology,  just  look  like  normal 
footwear.  100+  styles,  from  $59.99. 


Make  you  4.25"  taller  Instantly 


1-888-22(^-6808  vvww.lncrwasin9St10es.com 


■  BADASSEDAND 
BARE-ASSED 

I  had  only  nneant  to  spend  a  few 
minutes  in  the  bookstore,  tracking 
down  the  latest  releases  from  my 
favorite  erotic  fiction  authors.  Before 
I  knew  it,  the  place  was  about  to  close. 

I  always  losetrackof  time  when  I  start 
to  read,  especially  if  the  book  includes 
lots  of  hot,  steamy  sex  scenes.  I  really 
get  into  it  and  love  how  turned  on  I 
get.  That  night  was  no  exception.  I  felt 
flushed  and  my  thong  felt  damp  and  I 
wished  my  boyfriend  hadn’t  gone  out 
with  his  friends  because  I  was  going 
to  have  to  take  matters  into  my  own 
hands  when  I  got  home. 

When  I  stepped  outside  the  store, 
the  cool  night  air  made  my  hot  skin 
tingle.  I  had  on  a  long  cape  and  had 
to  hold  it  closed  over  my  thin  dress, 
but  the  breeze  still  slipped  through, 
creating  goose  bumps  on  the  naked 
skin  above  the  tops  of  my  thigh-highs. 
It  was  quiet  and  the  only  sound  was 
the  click  of  my  heels  as  I  turned  the 
corner  onto  a  seldom-used  side  street 
toward  my  car— and  stopped  with  a 
gasp.  The  otherthing  that  gets  me 
going  is  a  badass  muscle  car  like  the 
one  parked  directly  in  front  of  mine.  It 
looked  just  like  the  Mustang  390  GT 
that  Steve  McQueen  drove  in  Bullitt  In 
my  book,  you  just  can’t  get  any  hotter 
than  that  ride.  I  was  still  enjoying 
the  buzz  I’d  gotten  from  reading  the 
books,  but  the  sight  of  that  car  just  flat 
outdid  it  for  me. 

I  looked  around,  and  since  no  one 
else  was  in  sight,  I  walked  slowly 
toward  the  car  and  stopped  in  front 
of  the  grille.  I  placed  my  hand  on 
the  hood.  It  was  still  warm.  I  started 
circling  the  car,  letting  my  fingers 
caress  its  smooth  lines.  By  the  time 
I  reached  the  back,  my  heart  was 
pounding.  When  I’d  reached  the  front 
again,  I  took  one  more  lookaround. 
Then  I  set  my  bag  down,  reached 
under  my  dress,  and  pulled  my  thong 
down  and  let  it  fall  to  the  ground.  I 
caressed  the  bare  tops  of  my  thighs 
and  felt  my  pussy  getting  wetter  and 
wetter.  I  brought  my  fingers  up  to  my 
mouth  and  sucked  my  juices  from 
them.  Mmm ...  sweet 

Knowing  the  owner  could  return 
at  any  moment,  I  quickly  took  off  my 
cape  and  spread  it  over  the  hood— I 
didn’t  want  to  scratch  the  paint.  I 
looked  around  one  last  time  before 
climbing  up.  I  lay  on  my  back,  placed 
one  hand  on  the  hood  of  the  car,  and 
let  the  other  fall  between  my  legs.  In 
spite  of  the  cool  night  air,  my  pussy 
was  wet  and  warm.  I  touched  my  clit 


and  began  rubbing,  slowly  at  first, 
then  dipping  my  fingers  into  my  cunt. 

I  closed  my  eyes,  imagining  I  was 
driving  the  car,  and  my  fingers  took 
on  a  life  of  their  own,  moving  faster 
and  faster.  I  felt  the  pressure  building 
inside  me  as  my  heart  raced,  pushing 
me  toward  the  finish  line.  Suddenly 
I  cried  out  as  my  body  quivered  in 
release  and  my  juices  spilled  into  my 
hand  and  onto  the  cape.  Through  the 
pleasure,  I  continued  rubbing  my  clit, 
moaning  and  trembling  uncontrol¬ 
lably  until  I  calmed  down. 

When  I  opened  my  eyes,  I  was 
startled  to  see  a  tall,  good-looking 
man  standing  in  front  of  me  with  his 
arms  crossed  over  his  chest. 

“Thanks  for  keeping  my  car  warm,’’ 
he  said.  “Got  anything  left  for  me?” 

“That  depends,”  I  said,  hoping  he 
had  the  correct  answer  to  my  next 
question.  “Do  you  have  a  condom?” 

1  heard  him  shout  some¬ 
thing  before  he  slammed 
into  me  one  final  time, 
pinning  me  to  the  car. 


“Never  leave  home  without  ’em,” 
he  said,  smiling.  Then  he  reached  into 
the  back  pocket  of  his  black  jeans  and 
pulled  one  out. 

I  smiled  as  I  brought  my  left  hand 
upto  my  lips,  licking  my  fingers  clean 
again.  I  slid  off  the  car  and  watched 
as  he  unbuttoned  his  jeans  and  freed 
his  cock,  which  was  already  stiff  and 
oozing  pre-come.  He  was  definitely 
biggerthan  my  boyfriend,  and  I 
briefly  wondered  if  I  should  let  this 
go  any  further,  but  as  he  rolled  the 
condom  onto  his  erection  I  knew  what 
I  wanted— to  fuck  the  driver  of  this 
badass  car. 

Turning  around,  I  placed  my  hands 
on  the  hood  of  his  car  and  spread  my 
legs  as  if  waiting  to  be  searched.  Then  I 
felt  him  slide  my  dress  up  over  my  hips 
and  press  his  cock  against  my  bare 
ass.  His  firm  hands  moved  up  along  my 
thighs,  and  just  when  they  reached  my 
hips,  he  drove  his  full  length  into  me 
in  one  quick  move.  I  was  so  hot  that  I 
came  just  from  that  initial  thrust.  He 
waited  until  I  stopped  moaning  before 
he  began  fucking  me,  going  deeper 
and  harder  with  each  stroke.  I  didn’t 
know  how  long  we  were  at  it,  but  I 
never  wanted  him  to  stop. 
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It  seemed  as  if  we’d  been  fucking 
for  hours,  although  I’m  sure  it  was  only 
a  matter  of  minutes.  However  long  it 
was,  it  felt  incredibly  decadent,  but 
in  the  best  way  possible.  Feeling  as 
if  I  were  about  to  overheat,  I  reached 
down  to  rub  my  clit.  As  soon  as  I  did 
that,  I  cried  out  and  started  coming 
again.  Whether  my  unknown  driver 
was  ready  to  come  at  that  precise 
moment  or  not.  I’ll  never  know,  but  I’m 
certain  I  heard  him  shout  something 
before  he  slammed  into  me  one  final 
time,  pinning  me  to  the  car. 

As  we  both  took  deep,  ragged 
breaths,  he  slowly  pulled  away  from 
me  and  pulled  my  dress  down.  I 
reached  for  my  cape  and  turned 
to  see  him  buttoning  his  pants.  I 
retrieved  my  bag  and  thong  from 
the  sidewalk  and  headed  for  my  car. 
Turning  to  get  a  last  glimpse  of  the  car, 
I  saw  him  leaning  against  it,  looking 
slightly  amazed  by  what  had  just 
happened.  Then  he  smiled  and  looked 
as  if  he  were  about  to  say  something— 
or,  worse  yet,  ask  me  my  name.  He 
hadn’t  a  clue  that  if  it  hadn’t  been  for 
the  car,  it  never  would  have  happened. 
But  he’d  probably  figure  itout. 

As  I  got  into  my  car,  I  said,  “Have  a 
good  night,  and  thanks  for  the  ride.’’— 
G.L,  Washington 

■  WATCHING  WHAT  YOU  DO 

One  night  my  boyfriend,  Tyler,  and  I 
went  to  a  club  and  I  was  getting  very 
frustrated.  Tyler  and  I  had  yet  to  have 
sex,  and  I  was  still  a  virgin.  I’d  been 
trying  to  get  him  to  pop  my  cherry 
for  weeks,  but  he  kept  saying  that  he 
didn’t  think  he  was  good  enough.  I 
thought  maybe  going  out  to  a  club 
and  dancing  would  get  him  riled  up, 
but  when  I  tried  kissing  him,  he  turned 
away,  embarrassed  by  my  public 
display  of  affection.  So  when  another 
guy  asked  me  to  dance,  I  said  yes.  I 
figured  it  was  time  to  take  myself  off 
that  damn  pedestal  Tyler  had  me  on. 

Soon  Matt  and  I  were  making  out 
and  he  put  his  hand  up  my  skirt.  I 
knew  Tyler  was  staring  at  us  as  Matt 
began  to  run  his  hands  over  my  body, 
cupping  my  ass  at  one  point,  then 
reaching  around  to  play  with  my 
pussy,  but  I  didn’t  care.  When  Matt 
asked  me  if  Tyler  was  my  boyfriend,  I 
lied  and  said  he  was  just  some  guy  I’d 
met  that  night.  He  seemed  pleased 
with  that  answer,  and  asked  if  I  wanted 
to  go  outside  with  him  so  we  could 
“get  to  know  each  other  better.” 

I  jumped  at  the  chance.  He  was 
incredibly  sexy,  beseemed  into  me, 
and  we’d  already  gone  farther  than 


Tyler  and  I  ever  had. 

I  had  the  keys  to  Tyler’s  car,  so  I  led 
Matt  through  the  parking  lot  to  the 
shiny  SUV.  As  soon  as  we  got  in,  we 
started  making  out,  and  then  he 
started  feeling  me  up.  Soon  he  was 
fingering  my  pussy  under  my  skirt, 
and  I  was  going  crazy.  When  he 
pulled  the  straps  of  my  dress  down 
and  took  off  my  bra  to  suck  my 
nipples,  I  noticed  that  the  windows 
were  starting  to  fog. 

When  I  turned  my  head,  I  saw  Tyler 
standing  outside  and  watching  us, 
but  I  really  didn’tgiveashit.  Matt  had 
three  fingers  inside  my  tight  pussy 
and  one  of  my  legs  was  upon  the 
dashboard.  My  tits  were  hanging  out 
so  Matt  could  get  to  them,  and  my 
hair  had  fallen  free  from  its  clip.  A 
moment  later.  Matt  fingered  me  to  a 
wild  orgasm. 

I  was  still  shaking  from  my  climax 
when  I  decided  to  fuck  him.  Matt  was 

Matt  had  thjree  fingers 
inside  my  tight  pussy,  and 
my  tits  were  hanging  out 
so  he  could  get  to  them. 


happy  to  oblige,  and  he  pulled  out 
what  looked  to  me  like  a  monster 
cock.  Matt  knew  exactly  what  to  do, 
and  he  soon  had  me  flipped  over  the 
seat,  my  legs  parted  and  my  cunt  wet 
and  ready. 

He  was  a  tight  fit,  and  I  felt  delici¬ 
ously  dirty  with  his  big  cock  ram¬ 
ming  into  my  virginal  pussy  and  my 
breasts  hanging  over  the  back  of 
the  seat,  swaying  as  he  worked  up  a 
rhythm.  His  strokes  were  deep,  urgent, 
and  my  pussy  was  making  wet  sucking 
noises  as  he  pumped  in  and  out. 

When  I  turned  my  head  to  look 
out  the  window,  I  saw  that  Tyler  had 
moved  closer,  only  a  foot  away,  and 
was  stroking  his  cock  as  he  watched 
Matt  fuck  me.  When  Tyler  came, 
spraying  his  come  all  over  the  side  of 
the  car,  I  came  strongly,  too,  thanks  to 
Matt’s  deep  penetration.  Finally  Matt 
came  with  a  groan,  pulling  out  and 
shooting  his  load  all  over  my  ass. 

Still  panting.  Matt  and  I  straight¬ 
ened  up  and  got  out  of  the  car.  That’s 
when  Matt  saw  Tyler  standing  there. 

As  we  drove  home,  Tyler  told  me 
that  even  though  he  was  still  kind 
of  mad,  he  was  also  really  turned  on 
from  watching  me  with  someone  else. 
When  we  got  back  to  Tyler’s  place,  we 
finally  fucked.  Then  he  told  me  that  he 
had  gotten  so  aroused  watching  Matt 
and  me  that  he  didn’t  care  if  I  fucked 
other  guys,  as  long  as  he  could  watch 
sometimes.  Of  course,  I  agreed.  This 
night  had  already  been  better  than  I’d 
ever  dreamed. 

Over  the  next  few  months,  I  fucked 
five  or  six  different  men  while  Tyler 
looked  on,  and  I  realized  that  I  liked 
to  be  watched  just  as  much  as  Tyler 
enjoyed  watching.  We  both  get  so 
much  pleasure  from  those  situations 
that  I  don’t  think  we’ll  ever  stop!— /-/.\/, 
Oklahoma 

■  HUNTING  FORCHICKS 

I  guess  I’ve  always  been  bisexual.  I 
remember  one  particular  drunken 
night  in  my  early  twenties  when 
someone  dared  me  to  go  down  on 
my  best  friend  at  a  party.  I’d  never 
tasted  another  woman  before,  but 
we  were  both  a  little  drunk  and  a  lot 
horny,  so  I  was  keen  to  go  for  it  if  she 
was.  Needless  to  say,  it  was  a  night  to 
remember. 

A  few  years  later,  when  I  met  a  man 
I  knew  I  could  love,  I  had  to  confess 
my  secret  urges  for  the  taste  of  a 
hot  woman.  As  I’d  chosen  well,  my 
boyfriend  was  more  than  willing  to 
accommodate  my  extracurricular 
bedroom  activities,  and  not  much 
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later,  we  hooked  up  with  a  single  chick 
I  had  nnet  on  an  Internet  dating  site. 

We  met  at  a  local  hotel,  and  she 
instantly  put  us  at  ease  with  her  big 
smile.  Lana  was  really  confident,  and 
we  were  happy  to  let  her  lead  the  way. 
She  gave  me  the  most  amazing  clit- 
whipping  with  her  tongue.  I  was  so 
hot,  and  my  pussy  was  pulsating  with 
every  stroke.  As  I  wriggled  around 
on  the  bed  in  ecstasy,  I  could  see 
pre-come  already  dripping  from  my 
boyfriend’s  cock. 

Then  she  gave  my  boyfriend  a 
blowjob.  He  told  me  afterward  that 
there’s  nothing  that  compares  to 
having  some  random  chick  wildly 
suck  his  dick.  Where  I  “make  love” 
to  his  cock  when  I  give  him  head,  he 
said  Lana  just  blew  him  in  the  most 
outrageous  way. 

After  that,  my  boyfriend  fingered 
Lana’s  cunt,  and  after  he  had  her  nice 
and  warmed  up,  he  dipped  his  cock 
inside  her,  getting  himself  nice  and 
wet.  Then  I  grabbed  hold  of  his  dick 
and  guided  his  throbbing  member 
toward  her  ass.  My  boyfriend  loves 
anal  sex,  and  though  we’ve  tried  it 
a  number  of  times.  I’ve  always  had 
a  hard  time  getting  relaxed  enough 
to  really  take  him  deep  inside  my 
ass.  Lana,  though,  seemed  to  have 
no  trouble,  so  I  knew  she  and  my 
boyfriend  would  get  along  just  fine. 

Lana  took  every  inch  of  his  hard 
length  into  her  ass,  and  although  I 
was  looking  for  signs  of  discomfort, 

I  didn’t  see  anything  on  her  face  or  in 
her  body  language  but  utter  passion 
and  enjoyment.  My  boyfriend  was 
really  pounding  her  ass,  too,  but 
Lana  loved  it.  And  then  she  came,  her 
ass  squeezing  his  cock  tight  as  she 
flooded  the  bed  with  her  juices. 

The  whole  time  I  was  watching 
them,  I  was  playing  with  myself  using 
my  favorite  pink  dolphin  vibrator. 
When  my  boyfriend  pulled  out  and 
yanked  off  his  condom  so  he  could 
come  all  over  her  tits,  I  brought  myself 
off,  too.  All  three  of  us  finished  with 
gratifying  moans  and  squirms. 

During  the  course  of  the  night,  as 
we  continued  to  experiment  with 
various  positions  and  combinations, 
the  sheets  became  soaked  and  the 
headboard  came  away  from  the  wall, 
leaving  several  dents  from  the  hard 
pounding.  There  was  also  a  pile  of 
used  condoms  and  wrappers  in  the 
garbage  can  and  cigarette  butts  piled 
high  in  the  small  bedside  ashtray. 

The  next  day,  my  boyfriend  asked 
me  why  I  would  allow  him  to  sleep 
with  another  woman.  I  told  him  that 


it  was  my  job  as  a  good  girlfriend  to 
make  sure  he  was  happy,  especially 
sexually,  and  to  deliver  anything  he 
wanted  in  the  bedroom.  Now,  we 
don’t  have  an  open  relationship  per 
se,  but  as  long  as  we’re  both  present, 
he’s  welcome  to  have  sex  with  as 
many  women  as  he  wants.  He  gets 
to  have  all  the  anal  sex  he  wants  with 
willing  and  able  partners,  and  I  love 
that  I,  too,  get  to  have  wild  and  crazy 
sex  with  all  the  hot  women  we  bring 
home.— MR,  New  York 

■  UP  YOUR  ASS 

It  was  late,  and  I’d  just  come  back  from 
the  gym,  sticky  with  sweat.  I  can’t  fall 
asleep  if  I  feel  dirty,  so  I  took  off  my 
clothes,  put  on  my  robe,  and  went  to 
the  girls’  shower.  But,  to  my  dismay,  all 
the  showers  were  in  use,  so  I  decided 


Lana  took  every  inch  of 
his  hard  length  into 
her  ass,  and  I  didn’t  see 
anything  on  her  face 
but  utter  passion. 


I’d  creep  into  the  boys’  shower. 

I  didn’t  hear  anyone  in  there,  so  I 
opened  the  door  slowly  and  walked 
in.  But  when  I  rounded  the  corner  to 
the  showers,  I  was  confronted  by  none 
other  than  a  tall,  handsome  football 
player  who  happened  to  live  on  my 
floor.  He  was  naked,  having  just  come 
out  of  the  shower,  and  was  in  the 
process  of  drying  off  the  massive  cock 
that  came  with  having  such  a  big, 
muscular  body. 

Right  away  my  pussy  started 
getting  wet,  and  I  knew  that  I  was 
going  to  let  him  fuck  me.  The  lust  I  felt 
for  him  must  have  been  on  my  face, 
because  he  smiled,  dropped  his  towel, 
and  walked  right  up  to  me  with  his 
dick  in  his  hand.  I  let  my  robe  fall  to  the 
floor  and  leaned  in  to  kiss  him. 

I  could  feel  his  rod  stiffen  against 
my  belly  as  our  tongues  probed  each 
other’s  mouth,  and  I  reached  down 
and  started  stroking  his  meat  very 
slowly.  He  let  out  a  moan  of  pleasure. 
Then  I  got  down  on  my  knees  and 
took  the  head  of  his  throbbing  cock 
into  my  mouth.  I  held  it  there,  gently 
sucking  and  massaging  it  with  the  tip 
of  my  tongue.  Then  I  pulled  my  head 
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back,  dragging  hisstiff  dick  with  nne, 
and  there  was  a  loud  pop  as  it  slipped 
outofnny  still-sucking  nnouth.  Then  I 
leaned  in  again,  taking  hiscocka  little 
deeper  this  tinne.  Slowly,  I  began  to 
nnove  nny  head  back  and  forth,  then 
pulled  away  again. 

By  now,  his  cock  was  quivering.  I 
leaned  in  a  third  time  and  took  him 
so  far  down  my  throat  that  my  nose 
was  pressed  against  the  base  of  his 
cockand  buried  in  his  pubes.  With 
my  hands  free,  I  reached  down  and 
started  rubbing  my  pulsating  clit.  It 
felt  so  good  and  my  pussy  was  so  wet 
that  the  juices  ran  down  my  fingers 
and  dripped  onto  the  floor. 

When  he’d  had  enough  of  my 
mouth,  he  gently  pushed  me  down  to 
the  tile  floor  and  knelt  over  me.  Then 
he  climbed  on  top  of  me  and  began 
togrind  hiscockalong  the  outer 
mound  of  my  pussy.  I  couldn’t  take 
it  anymore,  so  I  whispered  for  him 
to  fuck  me.  His  dick  was  big,  and  he 
knew  it,  so  he  whispered,  “Take  a  deep 
breath,”  then  slowly  pushed  into  me. 

I  gasped  as  he  entered  me,  but  it 
felt  wonderful,  too.  I’d  never  had  my 
pussy  so  full  of  cock  before,  and  the 
sensation  of  him  sliding  inandoutof 
me  was  amazing.  I  grunted  with  each 
thrust  as  my  fingernails  dug  into  his 
back,  and  soon  he  was  fucking  me 
hard,  our  bodies  making  a  slapping 
sound  as  our  pelvises  came  crashing 
together.  But  he  wanted  more. 


He  pulled  his  dick  out  of  me  and 
told  me  to  get  on  my  hands  and  knees, 
and  I  did,  sticking  my  ass  high  into  the 
air.  He  placed  his  hand  on  top  of  my 
crack  and  used  his  thumb  to  probe  my 
soaking-wet  cunt.  When  he  had 
enough  lube  on  it,  he  pulled  histhumb 
out  of  my  pussy  and  brought  its  tip  to 
rest  in  the  center  of  my  pink,  puckered 
asshole.  I  let  out  a  low  sigh  as  he 
began  to  push  his  greasy  thumb  into 
my  ass.  He  worked  it  in  slowly,  gaining 
a  bit  of  ground  and  pulling  it  back, 
only  to  go  back  in  a  little  deeper. 

I  moaned  when  his  first  knuckle 
slipped  through  the  tight  boundary 
of  my  sphincter.  Then  he  grabbed  his 
cockand  guided  it  into  my  hungry 
cunt,  thrusting  in  balls-deep. 

I  came  with  his  pecker  deep  inside 
me,  my  tight  twat  spasmodically 
squeezing  the  cock  that  filled  it.  From 
the  noises  he  was  making,  I  was  pretty 
sure  that  he  was  close,  too,  but  he 
wasn’t  finished  with  me  yet.  He  pulled 
his  thumb  out  of  my  ass  and  began 
to  replace  it  with  his  cock.  I  wasn’t 
expecting  that,  and  I  tensed  up  and 
pulled  back  when  I  felt  his  dick  probe 

1  felt  his  fingeirs  dig  into 
my  ass  cheeks  as  his  cock 
exploded  de^  inside 
me  with  a  torrent  of  come. 


the  outer  circle  of  my  backdoor. 

“I’ve  never  done  that,”  I  said. 

“I’ll  be  gentle,”  he  replied  as  he 
pulled  me  back  by  my  hips.  Then  he 
slowly  slipped  his  cock  into  my  virgin 
asshole.  My  ass  was  incredibly  tight, 
but  he  used  the  same  technique  with 
his  rod  as  he  had  with  his  thumb.  He 
pushed  inside  a  little  bit  at  a  time, 
slowly  pulling  his  cock  back  and 
then  in  a  little  bit  deeper,  and  soon 
my  sphincter  relaxed  and  he  had  his 
pelvis  pressed  against  my  ass  cheeks. 

I  began  to  grunt  in  pleasure  as  he 
started  to  build  a  rhythm.  He  began 
slowly,  sliding  deep  into  my  asshole, 
then  pulling  almostall  the  way  out, 
before  going  back  in.  He  lightly 
slapped  my  ass,  then  started  butt- 
fucking  me  a  little  faster. 

Now  he  was  grunting,  making 
animal  noises,  and  when  he  couldn’t 
hold  out  any  longer,  he  pulled  my  ass 
flush  against  his  body  and  arched  his 
back  to  get  as  deep  as  he  could.  I  felt 
his  fingers  dig  into  my  ass  cheeks  as 
his  cock  exploded  deep  inside  me 
with  a  torrent  of  thick  come. 

When  he  pulled  his  cock  out,  he 
gave  my  ass  one  final  slap  and  sat 
down  on  the  floor.  I  turned  to  face 
him,  still  on  my  hands  and  knees,  and  I 
leaned  in  and  kissed  him. 

It  turned  out  to  be  a  great  school 
year  for  the  both  of  \js\— Name  and 
address  withheld. 

■  DIRTY  WORDS 

I  always  bring  a  book  when  I  travel, 
and  when  I  had  to  take  the  train  to 
Boston  for  a  meeting,  I  was  thrilled 
to  have  time  to  start  my  new  book.  It 
was  a  murder  mystery  that  had  been 
getting  rave  reviews,  so  I  was  looking 
forward  to  getting  lost  in  the  plot  in 
hopes  of  making  the  trip  go  faster. 

The  train  was  fairly  empty,  since  I 
was  leaving  so  early  in  the  morning, 
and  I  found  a  seat  in  the  backof  the 
car.  I  shoved  my  bags  into  the  over¬ 
head  compartment,  grabbed  a 
blanket,  and  curled  up  in  my  seat 
with  my  book  and  started  reading. 

I  was  drawn  into  the  story  from  the 
first  sentence,  and  I  found  myself 
forgetting  where  I  was.  Then,  about 
a  quarter  of  the  way  into  the  story, 
the  mystery  was  put  on  hold  so  the 
main  character  could  fuck  a  fellow 
detective. 

As  I  read  through  the  graphic 
scene,  I  couldn’t  help  but  get  turned 
on  by  the  author’s  steamy  words.  My 
heart  was  racing,  my  pulse  pounding, 
and  my  pussythrobbing  as  the  couple 
in  the  book  moved  to  the  bedroom 
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and  started  taking  off  theirclothes.  I 
don’t  know  what  surprised  me  more, 
that  the  book  included  such  an  erotic 
scene,  or  that  I  was  so  aroused  by  it. 

I  reached  under  my  blanket  and 
started  rubbing  my  pussy  through 
my  slacks.  The  more  clothing  the 
characters  took  off,  the  harder  I 
pressed,  trying  to  stop  the  ache 
between  my  legs.  It  wasn’t  enough, 
though,  and  as  the  story  progressed, 

I  unsnapped  my  pants  and  moved  my 
hand  inside  my  panties. 

I  could  feel  how  wet  I  was  through 
the  thin  cotton  of  my  underwear,  and 
I  knew  I  wouldn’t  be  satisfied  if  I  didn’t 
do  something  more,  so  I  pulled  aside 
the  damp  crotch  of  my  panties  as 
best  I  could  and  wiggled  my  fingers 
past  the  bunched-up  material.  Now 
my  fingers  were  pressed  against  my 
warm,  wet  pussy,  and  I  could  feel  my 
heart  start  to  pound  even  more. 

My  eyes  were  glued  to  my  book, 
where  the  characters  were  just  start¬ 
ing  to  fuck,  and  I  rubbed  my  fingers 
all  over  my  pussy,  feeling  the  sticky 
wetness  start  to  coat  my  fingers. 

With  my  fingers  nicely  lubed,  I 
traced  circles  around  my  pussy,  each 
one  getting  smaller  until  my  index 
fingerwasrightontopof  myclit.  My 
button  was  hard  and  throbbing,  and 
I  lightly  ran  the  very  tip  of  my  finger 
back  and  forth  over  it.  The  girl  in  the 
book  was  riding  her  partner  like  a 
cowgirl  from  the  Wild  West,  and  I 
could  see  the  scene  in  my  head,  the 
author’s  words  coming  to  life  for  me 
and  making  me  want  to  come. 

I  started  toggling  myclit  more, 
putting  a  bit  more  pressure  on  the  hot 
nub  and  shuddering  each  time  I  felt  a 
sharp  wave  of  pleasure  race  through 
my  body.  I  was  incredibly  aroused 
now,  and  as  the  characters  in  my  book 
continued  their  wild  romp,  I  eased  a 
finger  into  my  dripping-wet  pussy. 

A  quiet  sigh  escaped  my  lips  as  my 
fingerslid  inslowlyand  I  imagined 
thegirl  inthe story makingasimilar 
sound  as  the  detective’s  cock  slid 
into  her.  I  thrust  my  finger  in  and  out, 
but  the  more  I  fingered  myself,  the 
more  I  wanted— needed,  really— to  be 
fucked.  I  had  no  one  around  to  take 
care  of  me,  though,  so  I  simply  added 
a  second  finger  and  continued  finger- 
fucking  myself. 

I  was  panting  now,  getting  hotter 
by  the  second,  and  my  pussy  was 
tingling.  Soon  I  found  myself  sliding  a 
third  finger  into  my  pussy. 

I  could  feel  myself  nearing  climax. 

I  felt  impossibly  full,  my  fingers 
stretching  my  pussy  as  wide  as  it  had 


ever  been,  and  I  couldn’t  stop.  My 
fingers  were  working  faster,  thrusting 
harder,  as  I  tried  to  get  myself  off  as 
quickly  as  possible. 

I  gasped  as  I  felt  myself  go  over  the 
edge.  I  was  coming  harder  than  I  ever 
had,  and  I  wasn’t  even  fucking  anyone. 

I  kept  pumping  my  fingers  in  and  out, 
not  stopping  until  I  was  spent.  When  I 
was  done,  I  pulled  my  fingers  from  my 
pussy  and  sighed  in  contentment. 

That’s  when  I  remembered  where 
I  was,  and  I  felt  my  cheeks  flame  as  it 
dawned  on  me  that  anyone  passing 
through  my  car  could’ve  seen  or 
heard  me  pleasuring  myself.  A  quick 
glance  around  assured  me  that  that 
hadn’t  happened,  though,  as  the  only 
other  person  was  several  rows  ahead 
of  me,  snoring  loudly. 

Confident  that  I  hadn’t  been 
caught,  I  straightened  out  my  blanket, 
lifted  the  book  into  my  line  of  sight, 
and  started  reading  again.  I  still  had  an 
hour  left,  and  I  was  really  enjoying  my 
novel!— T/?.,  MarylandO^-^ 

I  traced  circles  around 
my  pussy,  each  one 
getting  smaller  until 
my  finger  was  right  on 
top  of  myclit. 
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Male  Enhancement  Pills 

Is  it  a  Hoax  or  Do  They  Really  Work? 

Dr.  Daniel  Stein,  M.D. 


I  wish  I  had  a  dollar  for  every  patient  or  person 
that  asked  me  over  the  last  few  years  about 
increasing  the  size  of  “that  certain  part  of  the  male 
body.”  The  preoccupation  with  size  that  men  have 
is  a  mystery  to  most  women.  The  fact  is  it  is 
completely  normal  for  most  men  to  want  to  be 
larger.  It  doesn't  matter  if  they  are  smaller  than 
average,  average,  or  larger  than  average.  It's  even 
been  my  experience  that  guys  that  are  almost  too 
big,  so  big  in  fact  that  many  women  wont  go  near 
them  with  a  ten  foot  pole  (sorry  about  that)  still 
want  to  be  larger! 

I  was  so  intrigued  by  this  fact  that  I  started  to  do 
research  about  the  "so  called"  male  enhancement 
pills  that  came  on  the  market  several  years  ago. 
The  concept  that  a  simple  pill  could  noticeably 
increase  the  size  of  a  man’s  organ  seemed 
plausible,  but  I  wanted  to  know  more.  I  had  done 
much  research  over  the  years  about  certain 
sexually  enhancing  compounds  available,  so  I 
believed  the  concept  was  sound  that  a  pill  could  be 
made  to  make  a  man  larger. 

My  first  task  was  to  look  at  some  of  the  ads  I  had 
seen  in  magazines  for  male  enhancement.  There 
were  some  amazing  claims  by  many  of  these 
makers.  My  personal  favorite  was  a  cream  that 
claimed  to  make  men  instantly  larger.  I  had  to 
laugh  out  loud  when  I  read  what  it  said.  The  ad 
read,  “apply  cream,  rub  vigorously,  watch  it  grow.” 
I  thought  for  a  minute  and  then  decided  you  could 
put  virtually  anything  on  a  man,  including 
guacomole,  and  if  he  rubbed  vigorously  it  would 
grow.  Then  there  was  an  ad  for  a  pill,  that  if  taken 
daily,  would  increase  the  length  of  a  man  by  3  to  4 
inches  in  just  a  few  short  days  (sorry  about  the 
“short”  comment). 

I'm  sorry,  but  after  all  those  years  of  medical 
school,  I  know  enough  about  anatomy  to  know  that 
a  guy  who  is  5  inches  in  length  isn't  going  to  add  3 
to  4  inches  to  his  little  friend  unless  he  buys  a  rope, 
gets  a  large  brick,  finds  a  bridge  and... well,  you  get 
the  picture.  At  about  this  time  I  was  beginning  to 
think  that  perhaps  these  makers  hadn't  found  the 
magic  mixture  of  compounds  I  had  hoped  they 
might  have. 

As  the  founder  of  both  the  Stein  Medical  Institute 
and  the  Foundation  for  Intimacy,  I  have  spent  most 
of  my  adult  life  trying  to  improve  men  and 


“a  pill  that,  if  taken  daily, 
would  increase  the  length  of 
a  man  by  3  to  4  Inches.” 


women's  sexual  health.  I  pride  myself  on  being  the 
best  medical  doctor  I  can  be  and  my  reputation  is 
important  to  me.  So,  when  out  of  the  clear  blue  sky, 
I  got  a  call  from  the  makers  of  Extenze,  the  leader 
in  male  enhancement,  wanting  me  to  be  in  one  of 
their  TV  commercials,  I  thought,  “Boy,  did  they 
pick  the  wrong  guy!” 

Little  did  they  know  that  I  had  done  real  research 
into  this  concept  and  had  recently  looked  at  some 
of  these  male  enhancement  products.  But  the 
makers  of  Extenze  seemed  to  be  genuinely 


convinced  that  their  product  really  worked,  and  they 
claim  to  have  sold  over  100  million  capsules  to  men 
all  over  the  world.  “Over  100  million  capsules  taken 
by  men.”  With  that  single  declaration,  they  had  my 
interest.  Either  Extenze  really  worked  or  these  guys 
were  the  world’s  greatest  snake  oil  salesmen.  So  I 
requested  that  they  send  me  Extenze  formula  so  I 
could  review  it,  then  we  would  talk. 


I  then  visited  the  Extenze.com  web  site,  where  I 
found  a  page  that  showed  the  top  twelve  adult  film 
stars,  all  holding  Extenze  and  endorsing  it.  I  thought 
to  myself,  “Is  it  possible  Extenze  actually  works?” 

The  next  day  I  received  the  proprietary  Extenze 
formula  and  there  it  was,  virtually  all  of  the 
ingredients  that  I  hoped  would  be  in  a  male 
enhancement  product,  19  pharmaceutical  grade 
nutraceuticals.  There  was  Yohimbe  (which  used  to  be 
available  by  prescription  only,)  L-Arginine, 
Maca...all  of  it  was  there. 


I  contacted  the  makers  of  Extenze  the  very  next 
day  and  asked  them  what  they  needed  me  for.  They 
explained  that  they  had  a  desire  to  have  a  medical 
doctor  in  their  T.V.  commercials  to  talk  about  the 
effectiveness  of  the  ingredients  in  Extenze.  At  that 
moment  an  idea  sprang  into  my  head.  I  told  them  if 
they  would  let  me  improve  the  formula  of  Extenze, 
I  would  do  the  commercial  for  free! 

Before  I  knew  it  I  was  working  with  their 


"they  claim  to  have  sold 
almost  a  quarter  of  a  billion 
capsules  to  men. " 


chemists  at  the  manufacturing  plant  where  we 
added  the  most  revolutionary  thing  to  the  formula 
of  Extenze.  We  added  DHEA,  also  known  as  the 
"mother  of  all  hormones.”  DHEA  is  the  most 
important  human  prohormone  and  is  the 
prohormone  that  converts  into  testosterone  in  men. 
DHEA  levels  decrease  with  the  aging.  Production 
peaks  in  a  man’s  early  20's,  and  declines  about 
10%  every  10  years.  Low  levels  of  testosterone 
can  lead  to  low  sex  drive  and  a  smaller  sex  organ. 

After  a  few  more  weeks  of  tweaking  the  formula 
of  Extenze,  we  were  done.  The  new  Extenze 
formula  has  been  selling  even  better  then  the  old 
formula,  with  over  75%  of  sales  to  repeat 
customers.  Extenze  has  been  on  the  market  for  7 
years  and  has  sold  almost  a  quarter  of  a  billion 
capsules  to  men  all  over  the  world.  It  doesn't 
matter  if  you're  1 8  or  80  years  old.  In  my  opinion 
Extenze  can  make  you  larger,  harder  and  increase 
both  your  intensity  and  pleasure  and  it  is  as  simple 
as  taking  a  single  tablet  daily.  Extenze  is  so  sure  it 
would  work  for  anyone  that  they're  sending  out  a 
free  one-week  supply  of  Extenze  for  nothing  more 
then  the  cost  of  a  postage  stamp.  You  can  contact 
them  directly  at  800-630-3931.  I  recommend  any 
man  healthy  enough  to  engage  in  sexual  activity 
should  try  Extenze.  You  have  nothing  to  lose  but  a 
lot  to  gain. 


A  Pill  That  Can  Increase  Your  Size!*  * 


Just  pay  for  the  postage  stamp. 

800-630-3931 

www.ExtenZeMe.com 

miese  statements  have  not  been  evaluated  by  the  Food  and  Drug  Administration  ExtenZe  is 
not  intended  to  diagnose,  treat  cure,  or  prevent  any  disease 


COMING  SOON...  IN  PENTHOUSE 
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We’re  pulling  out  all  the  stops  for  our  40th  Anniversary  with  a  special  collector’s  edition  double  issue. 
It  will  be  packed  with  a  retrospective  celebration  of  our  finest  moments,  complemented  by  the 
il^  I  n  t  customary  sultry  and  seductive  women  in  erotic  photo  essays  from  leading  international  photographers 

ANNIVERSARY  04— a  —not  to  mention  a  look  back  at  the  biggest  names  to  have  ever  bared  all  in  our  pages. 
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acianca 

austin 

boston 

north  Carolina 

south  Carolina 

Chicago 

Columbus 

dallas 

denuer 

detroit 

gold  coast,  California 
hauiaiian  islands 
Indiana 


ujill  she? 


las  uegas 
los  angeles 
miami 


montreal 
nashuille 
neui  england 
neiu  jersey 
neui  Orleans 


neui  yorh 

orange  county 

palm  springs 

Philadelphia 

phoeniK 

Portland 

reno 

salt  lahe  city 
san  diego 
san  francisco 
Seattle 
tampa 
toronto 
tucson 
tujin  cities 
uancouuer 
luashington  d.c. 
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Restricted  to  Adult  Smokers  21  or  Older 


SURGEON  GENERAL'S  WARNING:  Smoking 
Causes  Lung  Cancer,  Heart  Disease, 
Emphysema,  And  May  Complicate  Pregnancy. 


Medium,  Light  and  Ultra  Light  cigarettes  do  not 
present  a  reduced  risk  of  harm. 
See  www.Lorillard.com  for  more  information. 


Newport,  Newport  (package  design),  Newport  Medium, 
Gold  Spinnaker,  Blue  Spinnaker,  Menthol  Gold,  Menthol  Blue, 
Newport  Pleasure  and  Newport  Spinnaker  TM  Lorillard 
Licensing  Company  LLC  Reg.  U.S.  Pat.  &  Tm.  Off. 


